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MAT.      PRIOR. 

Matthew  priop,  one  of  the 

moit  eminent  poeis   of  the   prefent  century,    is 

fuppofed,  with  great  probability,   to  have  been 

born  at  Winbourn  Miniler^  in  the  county  of 

a  4  Dojfet. 
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Dotfcf,  on  the  2ift  day  of  July  1664.  *  His 
p:\rcnis  were  diiTciiters,  and  in  mean  circum- 
Ihiiiccs.  They  afforded  him,  however,  as  good 
an  education  as  the  place  would  allow,  which 
was  at  the  free  fchool  founded  by  Margaret 
Countcfs  of  Richmond  and  Derby.  How  long 
he  continued  here  before  his  removal  to  London, 
we  are  not  informed,  but  it  may  be  prefumed 
that  he  did  not  remain  any  confiderable  time,  as 
it  is  faid  on  the  deach  of  his  father  he  was 
lent  for  by  an  uncle,  then  fettled  in  town  as  a 
vintner,  who  undertook  to  give  his  nephew  fuch 
an  education  as  his  parents  were  unable  to  be- 
ftovv  upon  him.  He  was  accordingly  placed 
under  the  care  of  Dr.  Bufby,  at  Weftminfter 
fchov)l,  where  he  diitinguiflicd  himfelf  very  foon 
above  his  fellows  of  the  fame  elafs.  Before  he 
had  gone  ihrou  -h  the  fchool,  his  progrefs  in 
Jitciatuie  was  interrupted  by  his  uncle,  who  in- 
tending  him    for  his   fucccfTor,    took  him  from 

*  All  the  hiogrnpliers  of  Mr.  Prior  fay  he  was  born  in 
J.onJon,  bui  for  the  realons  alTigned  by  Mr.  Hutchins  in 
his  iJiftory  .ind  Antiquities  of  Dorfet,  vol.  II.  p.  73,  we 
have  fixed  the  p!ace  of  his  birth  to  Winbourn  Minfter, 
which  feems  to  he  intiiled  to  claim  the  honour  of  having 
gi-.en  l)irih  to  ihi?  excellent  poet.  ■ 

thence. 
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thence,  and  employed  hitn  for  fometime  inthecon- 
du£t  and  management  of  his  bufincfs.  This  mean 
and  low  fituationwas  infufficienttoextinguifhthat 
love  of  letters  which  he  had  acquired  at  fchool  ; 
he  flill  continued  to  devote  fome  of  his  time  to 
claflical  learning,  and  fortunately  the  bent  of 
his  fludies  and  the  force  of  his  genius  were 
known  to  fome  who  ufed  to  frequent  his  uncle's 
houfe.  An  accident,  we  are  told,  occafioned  his 
being  releafed  from  his  ignoble  employment. 
The  Earl  of  Dorfet,  with  other  gentlemen,  be- 
ing at  the  tavern  where  he  lived,  a  difpute  arofe 
about  the  meaning  of  a  particular  palTage  in 
Horace,  which  not  being  fettled  to  the  fatisfac- 
tion  of  thofe  prefent,  one  of  them  laid,  be  was 
mijiahen  if  there  was  not  a  young  fellow  in  the  houfe 
who  luas  able  to  fet  than  all  right^  and  at  the  fame 
time  propofed  fending  for  Mr.  Prior.  On  this 
recommendation,  all  the  company  dcUred  he 
might  b&.  called  in  j  when  the  difficulty  being 
propofed  to  him,  he  explained  it  with  {o  much 
modefty,  that  the  Earl  of  Dorfet  immediately 
refolved  to  take  him  under  his  protection,  anJ 
foon  after  he  was  fent  to  St.  John's  College, 
Cambridge,  where  he  was  entered  a  penlioner 
on  the  2d  of  April,    1683.     H-:'  there   took   his 

dc3;ree 
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degree  of  Batchelor  of  Arts  in  1686  j  and  on 
the  5th  of  April  1688,  was  admitted  to  a  fd- 
lowftiip. 

During  his  refidence  at  Cambridge  he  became 
acquainted  with  Charles  Montague,  afterwards 
Earl  of  Hallifax,  and  in  conjun£lion  with  him  in 
the  preceding  year,  1687,  exhibited  the  firft  pub- 
lick  fpecimen  of  bis  abilities,  by  turning  into 
ridicule  Dryden's  Hind  and  Panther,  which  they 
parodied  with  great  humour  in  a  piece  intitled, 
The  Hind  and  Panther  tranfverfed  to  thejlory  of  the 
Country  Moufc  and  the  City  Moufe.  In  1689  ^^ 
came  to  London,  and  immediately  applied  to  his 
friend  Pleetwood  Shepherd,  *  Efq;  who  intro- 
duced him  to  the  Earl  of  Dorfet,  and  by  their 
joint  intercfl:  procured  him  the  next  year  to  be 
appointed  fecretary  on  the  part  of  the  Engllfh 
in  the  Congrefs  at  the  Hague.  He  executed  this 
office  with  fo  much  ability,  and  fo  much  to  the 
fatisfaflion  of  his  royal  mafler,  that  foon  after- 
wards he  had  the  poft  of  Gentleman  of  his  Ma- 
jefty's  Bedcham-ber  conferred  upon  him.  He 
was  in  1697  again  employed  in  the  office  of  fe- 
cretary to  the  Englifh  negotiations  on  fettling 
the  Treaty  of  Rifwick  ;   and  in   the  fame  year 

•  See  vol.  2.  p.  J06- 

nomi- 
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aominated  Principal  Secretary  of  State  in  Ireland, 
The  next  year  he  went  fecrctary  to  the  embafly 
m  France,  and  continued  in  that  kingdom  until 
Auwuft  1699  *,    when  on  his  return  to  England 
fee  vifitcd  Loo  in  Holland,  in   order  to  pay  his 
duty  to  King  Williani,  then  refiding  there;  and 
from  thence,  after  a  long  audience  of  his  Ma- 
jefty,    departed   by  the  way  of  Hague,   and  on 
his  arrival  in  England  took  pofleffion  of  his  feat 
as  Under  Secretary  of  State  in  the  ofHce  of  the 
Earl  of  Jerfey.     He  had  not  been  many  days  in 
this  employment  before  he  was  ordered   back   to 
Paris,  to  aiTill  the  ambaflador  in  negotiatincr  the 
Partition  Treaty.     In  1700  the  degree  of  Maflcr 
©f  Arts  was  conferred  on  him  by   the  univerfity 
of  Cambridge,  in  obedience  to  a  mandamus  from- 
the  king.     The  Earl   of  Jerfey  accepting  the 
place  of  Lord  Chamberlain  this  year,  Mr.  Prior 

*  It  was  during  his  refidence  this  time  in  France,  that 
one  of  the  officers  of  the  king's  houfhold,  fliewing  him 
the  royal  apartments  and  curiofities  of  Verfailles,  and 
among  them  th.e  paintings  of  Le  Brun,  in  which  the 
viflories  of  Lewis  XIV.  are  defcribed,  aficed  him,  wlie- 
ther  King  William's  a6lions  were  to  be  feen  aifo  in  his 
palace?  "No,"  anfwered  tlie  Engiidi  fecretary,  "the 
"  monuments  of  my  mafter's  actions  are  to  be  ften  every 
**  where  but  in  his  own  houfe." 

lofl 
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Joft  his   poft  of  Under  Secretary  of  State  ;    but 
for  this  he  foon  received  an  ample  recompence, 
being  on  Mr.  Locke's  refignation  appointed  one 
of  the  Lords  of  Trade,   and  eleded  a  reprefen- 
tative  for  Eafl:  Grinftead  in  Suflex,  in  the  new 
parliament  of  that  year,  where  he  voted  for  im- 
peaching the  feveral  lords  charged  with  advifing 
the  Partition  Treaty.     From  this  time  he  con- 
tinued to  exercife  his  poetical  talents  as  the  great 
fiiccefles  in  the  war  afforded  him  occafions.  Yet 
he  afterwards  concurred  with   thofe  who  ftrovc 
for  a  peace,  and  connedled  himfelf  very  clofcly 
with  the  Tory  miniftry,  who  fecm  to  have  had 
that  object  in  view  from  their  firft  introduclion 
into  power.     How  much  his  abilities   were   re- 
lied upon   at  this  important  jun6lure,    may  be 
judged   from   his   being  fixed  upon  to  begin  the 
negotiations  between  the  two  courts.     For  this 
purpofe,  he  was  appointed  plenipotentiary  to  the 
court  of  France,  having  been  juft  before  pro- 
moted to  the  Board  of  Cuftoms.     He  was  much 
employed  in  the  bufinefs  of  the   peace,  as   may 
be  fcen  in  the  report  of  the  Secret  Committee. 
After  returning  to  England  he  was  again  fent  to 
France,  in  Augufi:  17 1 2,   to  accommodate  fuch 
matteis    as    then   remained     unfettled    In    the 

Con- 
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Congrefs  at  Utrecht.  From  this  time. he  had 
the  appointment  and  authority  of  an  ambafla- 
dor,  and  fo  continued  until  the  death  of  Queen 
Anne.  He  remained  at  Paris  feme  months  after 
the  acceflion  of  George  the  Firft,  and  was  fuc- 
ceeded  by  the  Earl  of  Stair,  who  by  orders  from 
home  took  pofTeffion  of  all  his  papers.  A  diffi- 
culty in  obtaining  his  arrears  obliged  him  to 
contiriue  at  Paris  feme  time  without  any  public 
charadlcr.  On  his  arrival  in  England  on  the  25lh 
of  March  17 15,  he  was  immediately  taken  into 
cuftody  by  order  of  the  Houfe  of  Commons, 
committed  to  the  hands  of  a  mefienger,  and  foon 
after  examined  by  a  committee  of  the  privy 
council.  On  the  loth  of  June,  Robert  Wal- 
pole,  Efq;  moved  the  houfe  for  an  impeachment 
againfl:  him  ;  and  on  the  17th  Mr.  Prior  was 
ordered  into  clofe  cuftody,  and  no  perfon  admit- 
ted to  fee  him  without  leave  of  the  Speaker.  In 
J  71 7  an  A61  of  Grace  palled,  but  he  was  one 
of  the  perfons  excepted  out  of  it;  however,  at 
the  clofe  of  the  year  he  was  difcharged  from  his 
confinement.  From  this  period  his  public  life 
may  be  faid  to  end :  and  confidering  that  he  had 
had  the  prudence  to  retain   his   fellowfliip   at 

Cam- 
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Cambridge  thro*  all  the  fccnes  cf  his  profpcrity*, 
it  feems  furpriftng  thiit  he  had  not  out  of  all  his 
great  appointments  faved  a  f'jfficient  fortune  to 
furnifli  the  means  of  a  comfortable  retreat. 
This,  from  Swift's  letters,  appears  not  to  have 
been  the  cafe.  His  friends,  therefore,  advifed  him 
to  collect  his  poems  already  publiflied,  together 
with  ALMA-t  and  Solomon,  and  print  them  by 

fufe- 


*  It  is  faid,  lie  was  often  told,  that  the  retainir.g  this  fel- 
Jowfhip  was  inconfiftent  wiili  the  dignity  of  his  fituaiion 
and  chara£lerj  but  he  replied,  that  *'  every  thing  he  had 
•*'  befides  was  precaiious,  and  when  all  failed,  that  v/ould 
■*'  be  bread  and  cheefe  ;  on  which  account  he  did  net 
**  mean  to  part  with  it/'  To  make  the  fociety  fome 
amends  for  this  humour,  he  left  them  books  to  the  value 
of  200 1.  and  his  pii5lure  by  La  Belle,  which  had  been  a 
•prtient  to  him  from  Lev/Is  XIV. 

f  Mr.  Pope  faid  "  that  the  Alma  of  Pi  ior  was  the  only 
■"  work  that  (abatii^g  it's  exccirnc  fcepticifm)  he  could 
■*'  \vi!h  to  have  been  the  author  of.  Yet,  fo  uj)able,  faid 
"  he,  are  authors  to  make  a  true  eftimate  of  what  they 
*'  v;rite,  (eiiher  from  their  fondnefs  for  the  fub^efl,  or 
*'  the  pains  it  cofts  them  in  compofition)  that  Prior  afking 
"  him,  foon  after  the  publication  of  his  works  by  fuii- 
*'  fcription,  how  he  liked  his  Solomon  ;  he  replied,, 
*'  •  your  Alma  is  a  mafterpiece.'  The  other  with  great 
-"  iuipaticnce  and  refentmcnt,  replied,  '  what  do  you   tell 

*'  me 
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fubfcription,  and  they  undertook  to  condu£lthe 
publication  In  fuch  a  manner,  that  the  dignity  of 
a  minifter  in  difgrace  fhould  not  be  injured  by  it. 
The  work,  accordingly,  appeared  in  folio,  1 718, 
and  procured  him  a  handfome  fum  of  money. 
The  latter  part  of  his  life  was  fpent  in  an  agreea- 
ble retirement  at  Down-hall,  a  fmall  villa  in  the 
county  of  EfTex,  which  had  been  purchafed  for 
him  by  his  generous  friend  Lord  Flarley.  Some 
time  before  his  death  he  formed  a  dcTign  of  writ- 
ing the  hiftory  of  his  own  time,  but  had  made 
very  little  progrefs  in  it,  when  a  lingering  fever 
carried  him  ofF  the  18th  of  September,  1721, 
in  the  58th  year  of  his  ?ge.  He  died  at  Wim- 
pla,  a  feat  of  the  Earl  of  Oxford,  not  far  from 
Cambridge  ;  and  his  corps  was  interred  in  Wefl- 
minfter  Abbey,  where  a  monument  was  ere£ted, 
with  an  infcription  on  it  written  by  Dr.  R.obert 

**  me  of  my  Alma,  a  loofe  and  liafty  fcribble  to  relieve 
'•  tlie  tedious  hours  of  imprilbnmenf,  while  in  liic  inei'- 
^'  fenger's  hand."  This  judgment  of  his  friend  occafion- 
"  cd  thofe  two  fatiiic  lines  in  the  fmall  poern  of  The  Im- 
t-  PERTINENT."  (The  ConverfatioH,  fee  vol.  11.  p.  171.) 

"   Indeed  poor  Solomon  in  rhime, 

*'  Was  much  too  grave  to  be  fublinie." 

Ruffhead's  Life  of  Pope,  8vo.  ed.  p.  ^Si. 

Friciul, 
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Friend,  mafter  of  Weftminfter  fchool.  For 
this  monument,  which  he  properly  ftiles  the  lajl 
■piece  of  human  vanity^  he  fet  apart  the  fum  of 
500  1.  by  his  will.  After  his  death  two  volumes 
in  odlavo  were  publifhed  ;  the  fiift  containing 
poems  by  himfelf  and  his  friends,  fome  of  v/hich 
muft  be  confidered  as  doubtful ;  and  the  fecond. 
The  Hiftory  of  his  own  Time,  compiled  from 
his  original  manufcripts,  which  in  the  ftate  it 
was  publiflied,  cannot  be  deemed  one  of  his 
produdions.  Many  Poems  are  faid  to  remain 
ftill  in  MSS.  in  the  pofleffion  of  the  Dutchefs 
Dowager  of  Portland. 
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TO    THE    RIGHT    HONOURABLE 

LIONEL, 

EARL        OF 
DORSET  AND  MIDDLESEX.* 

1  T  looks  like  no  great  compliment  to  your 
Lordfhip,  that  I  prefix  your  name  to  this  epiftle; 
when,  in  the  preface,  I  declare  the  book  is  pub- 
liftied  almoft  againPc  my  inclination.  Buf,  in 
all  cafes,  my  Lord,  you  have  an  hereditary  right 
to  whatever  may  be  called  mine.  Many  of  the 
following  pieces  were  written  by  the  command 
of  your  excellent  father  j  and  moft  of  the  rcfl:, 
under  his  prote£tion  and  patronage. 

The  particular  felicity  of  your  birth,  my  Lord; 
the  natural  endowments  of  your  mind,  which, 
without  fufpicion  of  flattery,  I  may  tell  you,  are 

•  Aftcrwafvls  crea'ed  Duke  of  Dorfet. 

a  2  very 
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very  great ;  the  good  education  with  which  thefe 
parts  have  been  improved  ;  and  your  coming  into 
the  world,  and  feeing  men  very  early  ;  make  us 
expe<fl-  from  your  Lordfhip  all  the  good,  which 
our  hopes  can  form  in  favour  of  a  young  noble- 
man.    Tu  Marcellus  eris, Our  eyes  and   our 

hearts  are  turned  on  you.  You  muft  be  a  judge 
and  mafter  of  polite  learning;  a  friend  and  pa- 
tron to  men  of  letters  and  merit ;  a  faithful  and 
able  counfcllor  to  your  prince  j  a  true  patriot  to 
your  country  ;  an  ornament  and  honor  to  the 
titles  you  pofiefs ;  and  in  one  word,  a  worthy 
fon  to  the  great  Earl  of  Dorfct,  * 

It 

*  Born  24  January,  1637,  died  29  January,  1705-6. 
Mr.  Walpole  ohferves  tliat  •*  he  was  the  fineft  gentleman 
**  in  the  vohiptuous  court  of  Charles  the  fecond,  and  in 
*'  the  gloomy  one  of  King  William  :  he  had  as  much  wit 
**  as  his  firft  mafter,  or  his  cotemporaries,  Buckingham  and 
*•  Rochefter,  without  the  royal  want  of  feeling,  the  Duke's 
**  want  of  principles,  or  the  Earl's  want  of  thought.  The 
•*  latter  faid  with  aftonifhment,  '  That  he  did  not  know 
**  how  it  was,  but  Lord  Dorfet  might  do  any  thing,  and 
**  yet  was  never  to  blame.'— It  was  not  that  he  was  free 
**  from  the  failings  of  humanity,  but  he  had  the  tendernefs 
♦'  of  it  too,  which  made  every  body  excufe  whom  every 
•'  body  loved,  for  even  the  afperity  of  his  verfes  feems 
*'  to  have  been  forgiven  to  '  The  beft  good  man,  with 
*'  the   worft  natur'd  Mufe.'— — This  line  is   not    more 

♦*  familiar 
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It  is  as  impoflible  to  mention  that  name,  with- 
out defiring  to  commend  the  perfon ;  as  it  is  to 
ffive  him  the  commendations  which  his  virtues 
deferved.  But  I  aflure  myfelf,  the  moil:  agreeable 
compliment  I  can  bring  your  Lordfhip,  is  to  pay 
a  grateful  refpe^l  to  your  father's  memory.  And 
my  own  obligations  to  him  were  fuch  ;  that  the 
world  muft  pardon  my  endeavouring  at  his  cha- 
racSter,  however  I  may  miicarry  in  the  attempt. 

A  thoufand  ornaments  and  graces  met  in  the 
compofition  of  this  great  man,  and  contributed 
to  make  him  univerfally  beloved  and  efteemed. 
The  figure  of  his  body  was  ftrong,  proportiona- 
ble, beautiful  :  and  was  his  pidure  well  drawn, 

•'  familiar  than  Lord  Dorfet's  own  poems,  to  all  who  have 
*'  a  tafte  for  the  genteeleft  beauties  of  natural  and  eafy 
**  verfe,  or  than  his  Lordfliip's  own  bon  mots  ;  of  which 
*'  I  cannot  help  repeating  one  of  fingular  humour.  Lord 
*'  Craven  was  a  proverb  for  officious  whifpers  to  men  in 
*'  power.  On  Lord  Dorfet's  promotion,  King  Charles 
"  having  feen  Lord  Craven  pay  his  ufual  tribute  to  him, 
•*  afked  the  former  what  the  latter  had  been  faying  :  the 
"  Earl  replied  gravely,  *  Sir,  my  Lord  Craven  did  me  the 
"  honour  to  whifper,  but  I  did  not  think  it  good  manners 
"  to  liften.'  When  he  was  dying,  Congreve,  who  had 
«'  been  to  vifit  him,  being  afked  how  he  had  left  him,  re- 
*'  plied,  '  faith,  he  flabbers  more  wit  than  other  people  do 
"  in  their  beft  health."  Catalogue  of  Royal  and  NobU 
Authors,  vol.  z,  p.  96. 

as  id 
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it  muft  deferve  the  praife  given  to  the  portraits 
of  Raphael ;  and,  at  once,  create  love  and  re- 
fpe<5l.  While  the  greatnefs  of  his  mien  informed 
men,  they  vi^ere  approaching  the  nobleman  ;  the 
fweetnefs  of  it  invited  them  to  come  nearer  to 
the  patron.  There  vv^as  in  his  look  and  gefture 
fbmething  that  is  more  eafily  conceived  than  de- 
fcribcd  ;  that  gained  upon  you  in  his  favour,  be- 
fore he  fpake  one  word.  His  behaviour  was 
eafy  and  courteous  to  all  ;  but  diftinguiflied  and 
adapted  to  each  man  in  particular,  according  to 
his  ftation  and  quality.  His  civility  was  free 
from  the  formality  of  ruk,  and  flowed  immicdi- 
ately  from  his  good  fenfe. 

Such  were  the  natural  faculties  and  ftrength  of 
his  mind,  that  he  had  occafion  to  borrow  very 
little  from  education  ;  and  he  owed  thofe  advan- 
tages to  his  own  good  parts,  which  others  ac- 
quire by  ftudy  and  imitation.  His  wit  was  abun- 
dant, noble,  bold.  Wit  in  moft  writers  is  like  a 
fountain  in  a  garden,  fupplied  by  feveral  fireams 
brought  through  artful  pipes,  and  playing  fome- 
titnes  agreeably.  But  the  Earl  of  Dorfet's  was 
a  fource  rifing  from  the  top  of  a  mountain,  which 
forced  its  own  way,  and  with  inexhauftible  fup- 
plies,  delighted  and  enriched  the  country  through 
which  it  pafled.     This  extraordinary  genius  was 

accom- 
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accompanied  with  (o  true  a  judgment  in  all  parts 
of  fine  learning,  that  whatever  fubje(Sl  was  be- 
fore him,  he  difcourfed  as  properly  of  it,  as  if 
the  peculiar  bent  of  his  ftudy  had  been  applied 
that  way^  and  he  perfected  his  judgment  by 
reading  and  digefting  the  beft  authors,  though  he 
quoted  them  very  feldom, 

Contemnebat  potius  literas,  quam  nefciebat  : 

and  rather  feemed  to  draw  his  knowledge  from 
his  own  ftores,  than  to  owe  it  to  any  foreign  af- 
fiftance. 

The  brightnefs  of  his  parts,  the  folidity  of  his 
judgment,  and  the  candor  and  geneiofity  of  his 
temper  diflinguifhed  him  in  an  age  of  great  po- 
litenefs,  and  at  a  court  abounding  with  men  of 
the  fineft  fenfe  and  learning.  The  moft  eminent 
mafters  in  their  feveral  ways  appealed  to  his  de- 
termination. Waller  thought  it  an  honour  to 
confult  him  in  the  foftnefs  and  harmony  of  his 
verfc  :  and  Dr.  Sprat,  in  the  d.^licacy  and  turn 
of  his  profe.  Dryden  determines  by  him,  * 
under  the  character  of  Eugenius.  as  to  the  laws 

*  See  Drydcn's  EfTay  on  Dramatick  Poefie,  firft  printed 
in  quarto,  and  addrefled  to  Charles  Earl  of  Dorfet,  then 
Lord  Buckhiuft. 

3  4  of 
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of  dramatick  poetry.  Butler  owed  it  to  him  that 
the  court  tafted  his  Hudibras  :  Wicherley,  that 
the  town  liked  his  Plain  Dealer;  and  the  late 
Duke  of  Buckingham  deferred  to  publifh  his 
Reherfal  j  till  he  was  fure  (as  he  exprefled  it) 
that  my  Lord  Dorfet  would  not  rehearfe  upon 
him  again.  If  we  wanted  foreign  teftimony. 
La  Fontaine  and  St.  Evremont  have  acknow- 
ledged, that  he  was  a  perfedl  matter  of  the  beau- 
ty and  finenefs  of  their  language,  and  of  all 
that  they  call  les  Belles  Letters.  Nor  was  this 
nicety  of  his  judgment  confined  only  to  books 
and  literature  j  but  was  the  fame  in  ftatuary, 
painting,  and  all  other  parts  of  art,  Bernini 
would  have  taken  his  opinion  upon  the  beauty 
and  attitude  of  a  figure  ;  and  King  Charles  did 
not  agree  with  Leiy,  that  my  Lady  Cleveland's 
picture  was  finifhed,  'till  it  had  the  approbation 
of  my  Lord  Buckhurft. 

As  the  judgment  which  he  made  of  otli^rs 
writings,  could  not  be  refuted  ;  the  manner  in 
which  he  wrote,  will  hardly  ever  be  equalled. 
Every  one  of  his  pieces  is  an  ingot  of  gold,  in- 
tiinfically  and  folidly  valuable  j  fuch  as,  wrought 
or  beaten  thinner,  would  fhine  through  a  whole 
book  of  any  other  author.  His  thought  was  al- 
ways new  J  and  the  expreflion  of  it  (o  particu- 
larly 
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larly  happy,  that  every  body  knew  immediately, 
it  could  only  be  my  Lord  Dorfet's :  and  yet  it 
was  fo  eafy  too,  that  every  body  was  ready  to' 
imagine  himfelf  capable  of  writing  it.  There 
is  a  luftre  in  his  verfes,  like  that  of  the  fun  in 
Claude  Loraine's  landfkips :  it  looks  natural, 
and  is  inimitable.  His  love-verfes  have  a  mix- 
ture of  delicacy  and  ftrength  :  they  convey  the 
wit  of  Petronius  in  the  foftnefs  of  Tibullus* 
His  fatyr  indeed  is  fo  feverely  pointed,  that  in  it 
he  appears,  what  his  great  friend  the  Earl  of 
Rochefter  (that  other  prodigy  of  the  Age)  fays 
he  was  ; 

The  beft  good  man,  with  the  worft  natur'd  Miife. 

Yet  even  here,  that  character  may  juftly  be  ap>- 
plied  to  him,  which  Perfius  gives  of  the  befi 
writer  in  this  kind,  that  ever  lived  : 

Omne  vafer  vitium  ridenti  Flaccus  amico 
Tangit,  &  admiffiis  ciixuai  pra-cordia  ludir. 

And  the  gentleman  bad  alv/ays  fo  much  the  bet- 
ter of  the  fatyrift,  that  the  perfons  touched  did 
not  know  where  to  fix  their  refentments  j  and 
were  forced  to  appear  rather  afhamed  than  angry. 
Yet  fo  far  was  this  great  author  from  valuing 
himfelf  upon  his  works,  that  he  cared  not  what 

became 
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became  of  them,  though  every  body  elfe  did. 
There  are  many  things  of  his  not  extant  in  writ- 
ing, which  however  are  always  repeated  :  like 
the  verfes  and  fayings  of  the  antient  Druids, 
they  retain  an  univerfal  veneration  ;  though  they 
are  preferved  only  by  memory. 

As  it  is  often  feen,  that  thofe  men  wlio  are 
leafl:  qualified  for  bufinefs,  love  it  moft;  my 
Lord  Dorfet's  charadter  was,  that  he  certainly 
underflood  it,  but  did  not  care  for  it. 

Coming  very  young  to  the  poiTeflion  of  two 
plentiful  eftates,  and  in  an  age  when  pleafure 
was  more  in  fafhion  than  bufinefs ;  he  turned 
his  parts  rather  to  books  and  ccnverfation,  than 
to  politicks,  and  what  more  immediately  related 
to  the  public.  But  whenever  the  fafety  of  his 
country  demanded  his  afliftance,  he  readily  en- 
tered into  the  moft  ailive  parts  of  life;  and  un- 
derwent the  greateft  dangers,  v.'ith  a  conftancy 
of  mind,  which  fhevved,  that  he  had  not  only 
read  the  rules  of  philofophy,  but  underftcod  the 
pra£lice  of  them. 

In  the  firft  Dutch  war  he  went  a  volunteer 
under  the  Duke  of  York :  his  behaviour,  during 
that  campaign,  was  fuch,  as  diftinguifhed  the 
Sackville  defcended  from  that  Hildebrand  of  the 
name,  who  was  one  of  the  greateft  captains  that 
I  came 
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cnme  into  England  with  the  Conqueror.  But 
his  making  a  fong*  the  night  before  the  engage- 
ment (and  it  was  one  of  the  prettieft  that  ever 
was  made)  carries  with  it  (o  fedate  a  prefence 
of  mind,  and  fuch  an  unufual  gallantry,  that  it 
deferves  as  much  to  be  recorded,  as  Alexander's 
jefting  with  his  foldiers,  before  he  pafTed  the 
Granicus  ;  or  William  theFirft  of  Orange,  giv- 
ing order  over  night  for  a  battle,  and  defiring  to 
be  called  in  the  morning,  left  he  fhould  happen 
to  fleep  too  long. 

From  hence,  during  the  remaining  part  of 
King  Charles's  reign,  he  continued  to  live  in 
honourable  leifure.  He  was  of  the  bed-chamber 
to  the  king,  and  poflefled  not  only  his  mafter's 
favour,  but  (in  a  great  degree)  his  familiarity  j 
never  leaving  the  court,  but  when  he  was  fent 
to  that  of  France,  on  fome  fhort  commiflions 
and  embaffies  of  compliment :  as  if  the  king  de- 
figned  to  fliew  the  French  (who  would  be  thought 
the  politeft  nation),  that  one  of  the  fineft  gen* 
tlemen  in  Europe  was  his  fubjeil ;  and  that  we 
had  a  prince  who  underftood  his  worth  fo  well^ 

*  See  fong  beginning,  *'  To  all  you  ladies  now  at  land," 
is  priated  in  the  vol.  of  the  works  of  the  Minor  Poets. 
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as  not  to  fufFer  him  to  be  long  out  of  his  pre- 
fence. 

The  fucceedjng  reign  neither  reliftied  my 
Lord's  wit,  nor  approved  his  maxims :  fo  he  re- 
tired altogether  from  court.  But  as  the  irre- 
trievable miftakes  of  that  unhappy  government 
went  on  to  threaten  the  nation  with  fomething 
more  terrible  than  a  Dutch  war  :  he  thought  it 
became  him  to  refume  the  courage  of  his  youth, 
and  once  more  to  engage  himfelf  in  defending 
the  liberty  of  his  country.  He  entered  into  the 
prince  of  Orange's  intereft ;  and  carried  on  his 
part  of  that  great  enterprife  here  in  London, 
and  under  the  eye  of  the  court ;  with  the  fame 
refolution,  as  his  friend  and  fellow-patriot,  the 
late  Duke  of  Devonfhire  did  in  open  arms  at 
Nottingham,  till  the  dangers  of  thoTe  times  en- 
creafed  to  extremity  ;  and  juft  apprehenfions 
arofe  for  the  fafety  of  the  princefs,  our  prefent 
glorious  queen  :  then  the  Earl  of  Dorfet  was 
thought  the  propereft  guide  of  her  neceflary 
flight,  and  the  perfon  under  whofe  courage  and 
dire(5tion  the  nation  might  moft  fafely  truft  a 
charge  fo  precious  and  important. 

After  the  eftablifhment  of  their  late  majefties 
upon  the  throne,  there  was  room  again  at  court 
for  men  of  my  Lord's  charadler.     He  had  a  part 

in 
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in  the  councils  of  thofe  princes,  a  great  fhare  in 
their  friendfhip  ;  and  all  the  marks  of  diftinc- 
tion,  with  which  a  good  government  could  re- 
ward a  patriot.  He  was  made  chamberlain  of 
their  majefties  houfhold  ;  a  place  which  he  fo 
eminently  adorned  by  the  grace  of  his  perfon, 
and  the  finenefs  of  his  breeding,  and  the  know- 
ledge and  pra6lice  of  what  was  decent  and  mag- 
nificent ;  that  he  could  only  be  rivalled  in  thefe 
qualifications  by  one  great  man,  who  has  fmcc 
held  the  fame  ftafF. 

The  lad  honours  he  received  from  his  fove- 
reign  (and  indeed  they  were  the  greateit  which 
a  fubjeiSl  could  receive),  were,  that  he  was  made 
knight  of  the  garter,  and  conftituted  one  of  the 
regents  of  the  kingdom,  during  his  majefty's 
abfence.  But  his  health,  about  that  time,  (cn- 
fibly  declining;  and  the  public  affairs  not 
threatned  by  any  imminent  danger  ;  he  left  the 
bufinefs  to  thofe  who  delighted  more  in  the  (late 
of  it ;  and  appeared  only  fometimes  at  council, 
to  (hew  his  refpedl  to  the  commiflion  :  giving  as 
much  lelfure  as  he  could  to  the  relief  of  thofe 
pains,  with  which  it  pleafed  God  to  affli6l  him  ; 
and  indulging  the  reflexions  of  a  mind,  that 
had  looked  through  the  world  with  too  piercing 
an  eye,  and  was  grown  weary  of  the  profped. 

Upon 
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Upon  the  whole,  it  may  very  juftly  be  faid  of 
this  great  man,  with  regard  to  the  public,  that 
through  the  courfe  of  his  life,  he  a6ted  like  an 
able  pilot  in  a  long  voyage;  contented  to  fit 
quiet  in  the  cabin,  when  the  winds  were  allayed, 
and  the  v^^aters  fmooth  ;  but  vigilant  and  ready 
to  refume  the  helm,  when  the  ftorm  arofe,  and 
the  fea  grew  tumultuous. 

I  alk  your  pardon,  my  Lord,  if  I  look  yet  a 
little  more  nearly  into  the  late  Lord  Dorfet's 
chara£ler :  if  I  examine  it  not  without  fome  in- 
tention of  finding  fault;  and  (which  is  an  odd 
way  of  making  a  panegyric)  fet  his  blemiflies 
and  imperfe£tions  in  open  view. 

The  fire  of  his  youth  carried  him  to  fome  ex- 
cefTes  :  but  they  were  accompanied  with  a  moft 
lively  invention,  and  true  humour.  The  little 
violences  and  eafy  miftakes  of  a  night  too  gaily 
fpent,  (and  that  too  in  the  beginning  of  life) 
were  always  fet  right  the  next  day,  with  great 
humanity,  and  ample  retribution.  His  faults 
brought  their  excufe  with  them,  and  his  very 
failings  had  their  beauties.  So  much  fweetnefs 
accompanied  what  he  faid,  and  fo  great  genero- 
fity  what  he  did  ;  that  people  were  always  pre- 
poflefled  in  his  favour :  and  it  was  in  fa£l  true, 
what  the  late  Earl  of  Rochefter  faid   in  jeft  to 

King 
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Kino-  Charles ;  that  he  did  not  icnow  how  it  was, 
but  my  Lord  Dorfet  might  do  any  thing,  yet 
was  never  to  blame. 

He  was  naturally  very  fubjeft  to  palHon  ;  but 
the  fhort  guft  was  foon  over,  and  fervcd  only  to 
fet  off  the  charms  of  his  temper,  when  more 
compofed.  That  very  paffion  broke  out  with  a 
force  of  wit,  which  made  even  anger  agreeable: 
while  it  lafted,  he  faid  and  forgot  a  thoufand 
things,  which  other  men  would  have  been  glad 
to  have  ftudied  and  wrote  :  but  the  impetuofity 
was  corrected  upon  a  moment's  refle£lion  ;  and 
the  meafure  altered  with  fuch  grace  and  delicacy, 
that  you  could  fcarce  perceive  where  the  key  was 
changed. 

He  was  very  fharp  In  his  reflexions;  but  ne- 
ver in  the  wrong  place.  His  darts  were  fure  to 
wound  i  but  they  were  fure  too  to  hit  none,  but 
thofe  whofe  follies  gave  him  very  fair  aim.  And 
when  he  allowed  no  quarter  ;  he  had  certainly 
been  provoked  by  more  than  common  error :  by 
men's  tedious  and  circumftantial  recitals  of  their 
affairs;  or  by  their  multiplied  queflions  about 
his  own ;  by  extreme  ignorance  and  imperti- 
nence;  or  the  mixture  of  thefe,  an  ill-judged 
and  never-ceafing  civility  :  or  laftly,  by  the  two 
things  "which  were  his  utter  averfion  ;  the  infi- 
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nuation  of  a  flatterer,  and  the  whifper  of  a  tale- 
bearer. 

If  therefore  we  fet  the  piece  in  its  worft  po- 
fition  ;  if  its  faults  be  moft  expofed  ;  the  (hades 
ivill  ftill  appear  very  finely  joined  with  their 
lights  J  and  every  imperfecSiion  will  bediminifh- 
ed  by  the  luftre  of  fome  neighbouring  virtue. 
But  if  we  turn  the  great  drawings  and  wonder- 
ful colourings  to  their  true  light ;  the  whole  muft 
appear  beautiful,  noble,  admirable. 

He  pofTefTed  all  thofe  virtues  in  the  higheft  de- 
gree, upon  which  the  pleafure  of  fociety,  and 
the  happinefs  of  life  depend  ;  and  he  exercifed 
them  with  the  greateft  decency,  and  belt  man- 
ners. As  good-nature  is  faid,  by  a  great  *  au- 
thor, to  belong  more  particularly  to  the  Englifli, 
than  any  other  nation  ;  it  may  again  be  faid, 
that  it  belonged  more  particularly  to  the  late 
Earl  of  Dorfet,  than  to  any  other  Englifh  man. 

A  kind  hufband  he  was,  without  fondnefs  : 
and  an  indulgent  father,  without  partiality.  So 
fextraordinary  good  a  mafter,  that  this  quality 
tjught  indeed  to  have  been  numbered  among  his 
defers  ;  for  he  was  often  ferved  worfe  than  be- 
came his  ftation  j    from  his    unwillingncfs    to 

*  Sprat,  Hift.  of  the  Royal  Society. 
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affume  an  authority  too  fcvere.  And,  during  thofe 
little  tranfports  of  paflion,  to  which  I  jufl  now 
faid  he  was  fubjedl ;  1  have  known  his  fervants 
get  into  his  way,  that  they  might  make  a  merit 
of  it  immediately  after  :  for  he  that  had  the  good 
fortune  to  be  chid,  was  furc  of  being  rewarded 
for  it. 

His  table  was  one  of  the  laft,  that  gave  us  an 
example  of  the  old  houfe-keeping  of  an  Engliih 
nobleman.  A  freedom  reigned  at  it,  which 
made  every  one  of  his  guefts  think  himfelf  at 
home  :  and  an  abundance,  which  fliewed  that 
the  mafter's  hofpitality  extended  to  many  more, 
than  thofe  who  had  the  honour  to  fit  at  table 
with  him. 

In  his  dealings  with  others  ;  his  care  and  ex- 
adlnefs  that  every  man  fliould  have  his  due,  was 
fuch,  that  you  would  think  hz  had  never  {ten  a 
court :  ihe  politenefs  and  civility  with  which  this 
juftice  was  adminiftered,  would  convince  you  he 
never  had  lived  out  of  one. 

He  was  fo  ftriil  an  obferver  of  his  word,  that 
no  confideration  whatever  could  make  him  break 
it;  yet  fo  cautious,  left  the  merit  of  his  nS:  fhould 
arife  from  that  obligation  only  ;  that  he  ufually 
did  the  greateft  favours,  without  making  any  pre- 

VoL.  I.  b  vious 
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vious  promife.  So  inviolable  was  he  in  his 
friendfhip,  and  (o  kind  to  the  cbaracSler  of  thofe, 
whom  he  had  once  honoured  with  a  more  inti- 
mate acquaintance  ;  that  nothing  lefs  than  a  de- 
monftration  of  fome  eflential  fault,  could  make 
him  break  with  them :  and  then  toO|  his  good- 
nature did  not  confent  to  it,  without  the  greateft 
reluflance  and  difficulty.  Let  me  give  one  in- 
ftance  of  this  amongft  many.  When,  as  lord 
chamberlain,  he  was  obliged  to  take  the  king's 
penfion  from  Mr.  Dryden,  who  had  long  before 
put  himfelf  out  of  a  poflihility  of  receiving  any 
favour  from  the  court :  my  Lord  allowed  him  an 
equivalent  out  of  his  own  eflate.  However  dif- 
pleafed  with  the  conduct  of  his  old  acquaintance, 
he  relieved  his  neccflities  j  and  while  he  gave 
him  his  affiftance  in  private^  in  publick  he  ex- 
tenuated and  pitied  his  error. 

The  foundation  indeed  of  thefe  excellent  qua- 
lities, and  the  perfeclion  of  my  Lord  Dorfet's 
charadler,  was  that  unbounded  charity  which 
ran  through  the  whole  tenor  of  his  life  ;  and  fat 
as  vifibly  predominant  over  the  other  faculties  of 
his  foul ;  as  {he  is  faid  to  do  in  Heaven,  above  her 
filler  virtues. 

Crouds 


D     E     D     I    €     A    T     I    O    N.  xix 

Crouds  of  poor  daily  thronged  his  gates,  ex- 
peciing  thence  their  bread  :  and  were  ftilllelTen- 
ed  by  his  fending  the  mofl:  proper  objects  of  his 
bounty  to  apprenticefliips,  or  hofpitals.  The 
lazar  and  the  fick,  as  he  accidentally  faw  them, 
were  removed  from  the  firect  to  the  phyfician  ; 
and  many  of  them  not  only  reftored  to  health, 
but  fupplied  withvvhat  might  enable  them  to 
refume  their  former  callings,  and  make  their 
future  life  happy.  The  prisoner  has  often  been 
releafed,  by  my  Lord's  paying  the  debt ;  and  the 
condemned  has  been  faved  by  his  interceffion 
with  the  fovereign,  where  he  thought  the  letter 
of  the  law  too  rigid.  To  thofe  whofe  circum- 
ftanccs  were  fuch  as  made  them  afhamed  of  their 
poverty,  he  knew  how  to  beftow  his  munificence, 
without  offending  their  modefty  ;  and  under  the 
notion  of  frequent  prefents,  gave  them  what 
amounted  to  a  fubfifrcnce.  Many  yet  alive  know 
this  to  be  true,  though  he  told  it  to  none,  nor 
€ver  was  more  uneafy,  than  when  any  one  men- 
tioned it  to  him. 

We  may  find  acnong  the  Greeks  and  Latins, 

Tibullus,  and  Gall  us,  the  noblemen  that  writ 

poetry  :  Auguftus  and  M^ccnas,  the  protedors 

£)f  karxi'in^  :    Axiftides,  the  good  citizen  ;  and 

b  2  Attjcus, 
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Atticus,  the  well-bred  friend :  and  bring  them 
in,  as  examples  of  my  Lord  Dorfet's  wit;  his 
judgment;  his  juftice;  and  his  civility.  But 
for  his  charity,  my  Lord,  we  can  fcarce  find  a 
parallel  in  hiftory  itfelf. 

Titus  was  not  more  the  delicice  humani  gauris, 
on  this  account,  than  my  Lord  Dorfet  was. 
And,  without  any  exaggeration,  that  prince  did 
not  do  more  good  in  proportion  out  of  the  reve- 
nue of  the  Roman  empire,  than  your  father  out 
of  the  income  of  a  private  eflate.  Let  this,  my 
Lord,  remain  to  you  and  your  puflerity  a  pof-? 
feflion  for  ever  ;  to  be  imitated,  and,  if  poflible, 
to  be  excelled. 

As  to  my  own  particular,  I  fcarce  knew  what 
life  was,  fooner  than  I  found  myfelf  obliged  to 
his  favour ;  nor  have  had  reafon  to  feel  any  for* 
row,  fo  fcnfibly  as  that  of  his  death. 

^*  Ille  dies — quern  femper  acerbum 

**  Semper  honoialum  (tic  Dj  voluiftis)  habebo." 

jEneas  could  not  reflect  upon  the  lofs  of  his 
own  father  with  greater  piety,  my  Loid,  than  I 
muft  recall  the  memory  of  your's  :  and  when  I 
think  whofc  fon  I  am  writing  to,  the  leaft  I  pro- 
mi  fe 
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mifc  myfelf  from  your  goodnefs  is  an  uninter- 
rupted continuance  of  favour,  and  a  friendfliip 
for  life.  To  which,  that  I  may  with  roniejuf- 
tice  intitle  myf^lr,  I  f-nd  your  Lordfliip  a  dedi- 
cation, not  filied  with  a  long  detail  of  your 
praifes,  but  with  my  fmcereft  wiflies  that  you 
may  deferve  them.  I'hat  you  may  employ  thofe 
extraordinary  parts  and  abilities  with  which 
Heaven  has  blefTed  you,  to  the  honour  of  your 
family,  the  benefit  (.f  your  friends,  and  the 
good  of  your  country;  that  all  your  adlions 
may  be  great,  open  and  noble,  fuch  as  may 
tell  the  world  whofe  fon  and  whofe  fucceflbr 
you  are. 

What  I  now  offer  to  your  Lordfliip  is  a  col- 
ledion  of  poetry,  a  kind  of  garland  of  good- 
will. If  any  verfes  of  my  writing  fliould  appear 
in  print,  under  another  name  and  patronage, 
than  that  of  an  Earl  of  Dorfet,  people  might 
Aifped}  them  not  to  be  genuine.  I  have  attained 
my  preftnt  end,  if  thefe  poems  prove  the  diver- 
fion  of  fome  of  your  youthful  hours,  as  they 
have  been  occafionally  the  amufement  of  fome 
of  mine;  and  I  humbly  hope,  that  as  I  may 
hereafter  bind  up  my  fuller  fheaf,  and  lay  fome 
pieces  of  a  very  different  nature  (the  prod u 6^  of 
b  3  my 
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my  feverer  ftudies)  at  your  LorJihip's  feet,  I 
fhall  engage  your  more  ferious  reflection  :  happy, 
if  in  all  my  endeavours  I  may  contribute  to  ) our 
delight,  or  to  your  inftrucliun.  1  am.,  with  ail 
duty  and  refpeCl:, 

My  Lord, 
Your  Lordfhip's  moft  obedient,  and 

Moft  humble  fervant, 

MAT.   PRIOR. 
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JL  H  E  greatefl  part  of  what  I  have  written 
having  been  already  publifhed,  either  fingly  or 
in  fome  of  the  mifcellanies,  it  would  be  too  late 
for  me  to  make  any  excufe  for  appearing  in  print. 
But  a  colled:ion  of  poems  has  lately  appeared 
under  my  name,  though  without  mv  knowledge, 
in  which  the  publifher  has  given  me  the  honour 
of  fome  things  that  did  not  belong  to  me;  and 
has  tranfcribed  others  fo  imperfedlly,  that  I 
hardly  knew  them  to  be  mine.  This  has  obliged 
me,  in  my  own  defence,  to  look  back  upon  fome 
of  thofe  lighter  fludies,  which  I  ought  longfince 
to  have  quitted,  and  to  publifli  an  indifferent 
collection  of  poems,  for  fear  of  being  thought 
the  author  of  a  worfe. 

Thus  I  beg  pardon  of  the  publick  for  reprint- 
ing fome  pieces,  which  as  they  came  fmgly  from 
their  firfl  impreflion,  have   (I  fancy)   lain  long 
and  quietly  in  Mr.  Tonfon's  (hop  j  and  adding 
b  4  others 
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others  to  them,  which  were  never  before  printed, 
and  might  have  Iain  as  quietly,  and  perhaps  more 
fafely,  in  a  corner  of  my  own  ftudy. 

The  reader  will,  I  hope,  make  allowance  for 
their  having  been  written  at  very  didant  times, 
and  on  very  different  occafions ;  and  take  them 
as  they  happen  to  come,  Publick  pancgyricks, 
amorous  odes,  ferioun  refleCiions,  or  idle  talcs, 
the  produdt  of  his  leifure  hours,  who  had  bufi- 
nefs  enough  upon  his  hands,  and  was  only  a  poet 
by  accident. 

1  take  this  occafion  to  thank  my  good  friend 
and  fchool- fellow  Mr.  Dibben*,  for  his  excellent 
verfio*  of  the  Carmen  Seculare,  though  my  gra- 

*  Thomris  Dibben,  afterwards  do6lor  of  divinity,  re6lor 
of  Great  Fontmell,  in  Dorfei/hire,  precentor  of  St.  Paul's. 
He  was  born  at  Manfton,  in  the  fame  county,  was  educated 
at  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  and  went  chaplain  to  Dr. 
Robinfon,  bifliop  of  Briftol,  at  the  congrefs  of  Utrecht. 
While  he  continued  in  that  fituation,  he  preached  a  fermon 
at  St.  John's  church,  before  the  ambjfladors  on  the  day  of 
Queen  Ann's  accefllon,  which  he  afterwards  publiflied, 
as  he  did  another  fermon  preached  at  Shafton  vifitation. 
The  fequel  of  his  life  did  rot  anfwer  the  expeflations 
formed  of  him  from  tiie  beginning  of  it.  Many  years 
before  his  death  he  became  difordered  in  his  i'enfes,  kft 
his  houfe  and  friends,  fpent  his  fortune,  and  died  in  the 
Poultry  Compter  in  Loiulon,  in  the  year  1741. 

titude 
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titude  may  juflly  carry  a  little  envy  with  it;  for 
I  believe  the  moft  accurate  judges  will  find  the 
tranflation  exceed  the  original. 

I  muft  likevvife  own  myfelf  obliged  to  Mrs. 
Singer  f?  who  has  given  me  leave  to  print  a 
paftoral  of  her  writing  ;  that  poem  having  pro- 
duced the  verfes  immediately  following  it.  I  wifh 
fhe  might  be  prevailed  with  to  publifh  fome 
other  pieces  of  that  kind,  in  which  the  foftnefs 
of  her  fex,  and  the  finenefs  of  her  genius, 
confpire  to  give  her  a  very  diflinguifhing  cha- 
radler. 

f  Afterwards  the  celebrated  Mrs.  Elizabeth  Rowe.     It ' 
is  faid   that   Mr.  Prior,    about  the  time  this  poem  was 
written,  made  his  addreflTes  to  this  lady. 
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-1  M  U  S  T  help  my  preface  by  a  poftfcript,  to 
tell  the  reader,  that  there  are  te  i  years  diftance 
between  my  writing  the  one  and  rhe  other  ;  and 
that  (whatever  I  thought  then,  and  have  fome- 
where  faid,  that  I  would  publifli  no  more  poetry) 
he  will  find  feveral  copies  of  verfes  fcattered 
through  this  edition,  which  were  not  printed  in 
the  fir.1:.  Thofc  relating  to  the  publiclc^ftand  in 
the  order  they  did  before,  and  according  to  the 
feveral  years,  in  which  they  were  written  ;  how- 
ever the  difpofition  of  our  national  affairs,  the 
adlions,  or  the  fortunes  of  fome  men,  and  the 
opinions  of  others  may  have  changed.  Profe, 
and  other  human  things  may  take  what  turn 
they  can  ;  but  poetry,  which  pretends  to  have 
fomething  of  divinity  in  it,  is  to  be  more  per- 
manent. Odes  once  printed  cannot 'well  be  al- 
tered, 
I 
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tered,  v;hen  the  author  hr.s  alrcauy  faid,  that  he 
expedls  his  works  fhould  live  forever.  And  it 
had  been  very  foolifli  in  n:y  friend  Horace,  if 
feme  years  after  his  Exegi  Monumentum,  he 
fhould  have  defired  to  fee  his  building  taken 
down  again. 

The  dedication  likewlfe  is  reprinted  to  the 
Earl  of  Dorfet,  in  the  foregoing  leaves,  without 
any  alteration  ;  though  I  had  the  faireft  oppor* 
tunity,  and  the  flrongeft  inclination  to  have 
added  a  great  deal  to  it.  The  blooming  hopes, 
which  I  faid  the  v.'orld  expcdled  from  my  then 
very  young  patron,  have  been  confirmed  by  moft 
noble  and  diftinguiflied  firft-fruits  j  and  his  life 
is  going  on  towards  a  plenLiful  harvcfl  of  all 
accumulated  virtues.  He  has  in  fa6t  exceeded 
whatever  the  fondnefs  of  my  wifhes  could  invent 
in  his  favour :  his  equally  good  and  beautiful 
lady  enjoys  in  him  an  indulgent,  and  obliging 
hulband  ;  his  children,  a  kind  and  careful  father; 
and  his  acquaintance,  a  faithful,  generous,  and 
polite  friend.  His  fellow-peers  have  attended  to 
the  perfuafion  of  his  eloquence  ;  and  have  been 
convinced  by  the  folidity  of  his  reafoning.  He 
has  long  fince  defcrved  and  attained  the  honour 
of  the  garter.  He  has  managed  fome  of  the 
greateft  charges  of  the  kingdom  with  known 

abilitv  ; 
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ability;  and  laid  them  down  with  entire  difin- 
teredment.  And  as  he  continues  the  exercifcs  of 
thefe  eminent  virtues  (which  that  he  may  do  to 
a  very  old  age,  fliail  be  my  jerpetuai  wifti/  he; 
may  be  one  of  the  greateft  men  that  our  age,  or 
poflably  our  nation  has  bred  ;  and  leave  materials 
for  a  panegyric,  not  unworthy  tlie  pen  of  fome 
future  Pliny. 

From  fo  noble  a  fubject  as  the  Earl  of  Dorfet, 
to  fo  mean  a  one  as  myiclf,  is  (I  confcfs)  a  very 
pindaric  tr:.nfition.  I  fiiall  only  fay  one  word, 
and  trouble  the  reader  no  f  irther.  I  publiflied 
my  poems  formerly,  as  Monfieur  Jourdain  fold 
his  filic  ;  he  would  not  be  thought  a  tradefman  ; 
but  ordered  fome  pieces  to  be  mcafured  out  to  his 
particular  friends.  Now  I  give  up  my  (hop,  and 
difpofe  of  all  my  poetical  goods  at  once  :  I  muft 
therefore  dcfire,  that  the  public  would  pleafe  to 
take  them  in  the  grofs  j  and  that  every  body 
would  turn  over  what  he  does  not  like. 
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MAT.      PRIOR. 


ON    EXOD.    Ill,    14, — I    AM    THAT     I    AM. 


O  D  E. 

WRITTEN    IN     1688,    AS    AK    EXERCISE     AT 
ST.    JOHk's    COLLEGS,    CAMBRIDGE. 

'        I. 

M  A  N  !  foolifli  man  ! 
Scarce  know'il;  thou  how  thyfelf  began  ; 
Scarce  haft  thou  thought  enough  to  prove  tho«  art; 
Yet  fteel'd  with  ftudy'd  boldnefs,  thou  dar'll  try 
To  fend  thy  doubting  reafon's  dazzled  eye 
Through  the  myfterious  gulph  of  vaft  immenfity. 
Much  thou  canlt  there  difcern,  much  thence  impart. 

Vain 
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Vain  wretch  !  fupprefs  thy  knowing  pride  ; 

Mortify  thy  learned  luft  ! 
Vain  are  thy  thoughts,  while  thou  thyfelf  art  duft. 

II. 
Let  Wit  her  fails,  her  oars  let  Wifdom  lend  ; 
The  helm  let  politick  Experience  guide  : 
Yet  ceafe  to  hope  thy  Ihort-liv'd  bark  fliall  ride 
Down  fpreading  Fate's  unnavigable  tide. 

What,  though  ftill  it  farther  tend  ? 

Still  'tis  farther  from  its  end  ; 
And,  in  the  bofom  of  that  boundlefs  fea. 
Still  finds  its  error  lengthen  with  its  way. 

III. 
With  daring  pride  and  infolent  delight 
Your  doubts  refolv'd  you  boaft,  your  labours  crown'd; 
And    EYPHK  A  !  your  god,  forfcoth  is  found 
Incomprehenfible  and  infinite. 
But  is  he  therefore  found  ?  vain  fearcher  !  no  : 
Let  your  imperfeft  definition  fhow. 
That  nothing  you,  the  weak  definer,  know. 
IV. 

Say,  why  fliould  the  collefted  main 

Itfclf  within  itfelf  contain  ? 
Why  to  its  caverns  fhould  it  feme  times  creep. 

And  with  delighted  filence  fleep 
On  the  lov'd  bofom  of  it's  parent  deep  ? 

Why  fhould  it's  numerous  waters  flay 
In  comely  dlfcipline,  and  fiir  array. 
Till  winds  and  tides  exert  their  high  command  ? 

Then 
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Then  prompt  and  ready  to  obey. 

Why  do  the  rifing  furges  Spread 
Their  op'ning  ranks  o'er  earth's  fubmifTive  head. 
Marching  through  different  paths  to  different  lands  ? 
V. 

Why  does  the  conftant  fun 
With  meafur'd  fteps  his  radiant  journies  run  ? 
Why  does  he  order  the  diurnal  hours 
To  leave  earth's  other  part,  and  rife  on  ours  ? 
Why  does  he  wake  the  correfpondent  moon, 
And  fill  her  willing  lamp  with  liquid  light. 
Commanding  her  with  delegated  pow'rs 
To  beautify  the  world,  and  blefs  the  night  ? 

Why  does  each  animated  ilar 
Love  the  jufl  limits  of  it's  proper  fphere  ? 

Why  does  each  con  fen  ting  fign 

With  prudent  harmony  combine 
in  turns  to  move,  and  fubfequent  appear. 
To  gird  the  globe,  and  regulate  the  year  ? 

VI. 
Man  does  with  dangerous  curiofity 

Thefe  unfathom'd  wonders  try: 
With  fancy'd  rules  and  arbitrary  laws 
Matter  and  motion  he  reftrains  ; 
And  lludy'd  lines  and  fiftious  circles  draws : 

Then  with  imagin'd  fovereignty 

Lord  of  his  new  hypothefis  he  reigns. 

He  reigns  :  how  long  ?  'till  fome  ufurper  rife  ; 

And  he  too,  mighty  thoughtful,  mighty  wife. 
Studies  new  lines,  and  other  circles  feigns. 

From 
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From  this  laft  toil  again  what  knowledge  flows? 
Juft  as  much,  perhaps,  as  fhows, 
That  all  his  predeceflbr's  rules 
Were  empty  cant,  all  Jargon  of  the  fchools  j 
That  he  on  t'other's  ruin  rears  his  throne  ; 
And  fhows  his  friend's  miftake,  and  thence  confirms 
his  own. 

vir. 

On  earth,  in  air,  amidft  the  feas  and  fkies. 
Mountainous  heaps  of  wonders  rife ; 
Whofe  tow'ring  flrength  will  ne'er  fubmit 
To  Reafon's  batteries,  or  the  mines  of  wit: 
Yet  ftlll  enquiring,  ftill  millaking  man. 
Each  hour  repuls'd,  each  hour  dare  onward  prefs; 
And  levelling  at  God  his  wandring  guefs, 
(That  feeble  engine  of  his  reafoning  war. 
Which  guides  his  doubts,  and  combats  his  defpair) 
Laws  to  his  Maker  the  learn'd  wretch  can  give  : 
Can  bound  that  nature,  and  prefcribe  that  will, 
Whofe  pregnant  word  did  either  ocean  fill  : 
Can  tell  us  whence  all  beings  are,  and  how  they 
move  and  live. 
Through  either  ocean,   foolifh  man  ! 
That  pregnant  word  fent  forth  again, 
Might  to  a  world  extend  each  atom  there  ; 
for  every  drop  call  forth  a  fea,  a  heav'n  for  every 
ftar. 

VIII.  Let 
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VIII. 
Let  cunning  Earth  her  fruitful  wonders  hide  j 
And  only  lift  thy  ftaggering  reafon  up 
To  trembling  Calvary's  aftonifh'd  top  ; 
Then  mock  thy  knowledge,  and  confound  thy  pride. 
Explaining  how  Perfedlion  fufFer'd  pain. 
Almighty  languifh'd,  and  eternal  dy'd  : 
How  by  her  patient  viftor  DeatTi  was  flain  ; 
And  earth  prophan'd,  yet  blefs'd  with  deicide. 
Then  down  with  all  thy  boafted  volumes,  down  ; 

Only  referve  the  facred  one  : 
Low,  reverently  low. 

Make  thy  ftubborn  knowledge  bow  ; 
Weep  out  thy  reafon's,  and  thy  body's  eyes  ; 

Dejedl  thyfelf,  that  thou  may'ft  rife  ; 
To  look  to  Heav'n,  be  blind  to  all  below. 
IX. 
Then  Faith,  for  Reafon's  glimmering  light,  fhall  give 

Her  immortal  perfpedtive  ; 
'  And  Grace's  prefence  Nature's  lofs  retrieve  : 
Then  thy  enliven'd  foul  fhall  fee. 
That  all  the  volumes  of  philofophy. 
With  all  their  comments,  never  cou'd  Invent 

So  politick  an  inftrument. 
To  reach  the  Heav'n  of  Heav'ns,  the  high  abode. 
Where  Mofes  places  his  myfterious  God, 
As  was  that  ladder  which  old  Jacob  rear'd. 
When  light  divine  had  human  darknefs  clear'd^ 
And  his  enlarg'd  ideas  found  the  road, 
Which  Faith  had  dilated,  and  Angels  trod, 

VOL.L  C  TO 


POEMS        OF 


TO        THE 

COUNTESS    OF     EXETER,  * 

PLAYING     ON      THE      LUTE. 

W  HAT  charms  you  have,  from  what  high  race 

you  fprung. 
Have  been  the  pleafing  fubjedls  of  my  fong  : 
Unflcill'd  and  young,  yet  fomething  ftill  I  writ. 
Of  Ca'ndifti  beauty  join'd  to  Cecil's  wit. 
But  when  you  pleafe  to  ihow  the  lab'ring  Mufe, 
What  greater  theme  your  mufick  can  produce  i 
My  babling  praifes  I  repeat  no  more. 
But  hear,  rejoice,  ftand  filent,  and  adore. 

*  Anne,  daughter  of  William  Earl  of  Devonfliire,  and 
filler  to  the  firft  Duke  of  Devonfliire,  widow  alfo  to 
Charles  Lord  Rich,  was  married  to  John  Cecil  Lord  Bur- 
leigh, afterwards  Earl  of  Exeter;  fhe  attended  her  lord 
upon  all  his  travels,  and  v/as  prefentwhen  he  died,  Auguft 
29,  1700,  at  a  village  called  Ifly,  near  Paris,  and  furviv- 
ing  him  till  the  i8ih  of  June,  1703,  the  remains  of  both 
were  depofited  at  St.  Martin,  Stamford,  where  a  magnifi- 
cent monument,  brought  among  other  curious  works  from 
Rome,  is  ere6led  to  their  memory. 

The 
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The  Perfians  thus,  firft  gazing  on  the  fun, 
Admir'd  how  high  'twas  plac'd,  how  bright  it  fhone ; 
But,  as  his  pow'r  was  known,  their  thoughts  were 

rais'd ; 
And  foon  they  worfhip'd,  what  at  firft  they  prais'd. 

Eliza's  glory  lives  in  Spencer's  fong  ; 
And  Cowley's  verfe  keeps  fair  Orinda  young. 
That  as  in  birth,  in  beauty  you  excel, 
The  Mufe  might  didlate,   and  the  Poet  tell : 
Your  art  no  other  art  can  fpeak  ;   and  you. 
To  Ihow  how  well  you  play,  muft  play  anew : 
*  Your  mufick's  pow'r  your  mufick  muft  difclofe  ; 
For  what  light  is,  'tis  only  light  that  fhows. 

Strange  force  of  harmony,  that  thus  controuls 
Our  thoughts,  and  turns  and  fanftifies  our  fouls  : 
While  with  its  utmoft  art  your  fex  could  move 
Our  wonder  only,  or  at  beft  our  love  : 
You  far  above  both  thefe  your  God  did  place, 
That  your  high  pow'r  might  worldly  thoughts 

deftroy  ; 
That  with  your  numbers  you  our  zeal  might  raife. 
And,  like  himfelf,  communicate  your  joy. 

When  to  your  native  Heav'n  you  fhall  repair. 
And  with  your  prefence  crown  the  bleflings  there  ; 


•  Imitated  from  Alleyne's  Poetical  Hiftory  of  Henry  VII, 
"  For  nought  but  light  itfelf,  itfelf  can  fliow. 
And  only  kings  can  write  what  kings  can  do.'* 

C  2  Your 


! 


\ 
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Your  lute  may  wind  its  firings  but  little  higher. 
To  tune  their  notes  to  that  immortal  quire. 
Your  art  is  perfeft  here  ;  your  numbers  do, 
More  than  our  books,  make  the  rude  atheift  know. 
That  there's  a  Heav'n,  by  what  he  hears  below. 

As  in  fome  piece,   while  Luke  his  (kill  expreft, 
A  cunning  angel  came,    and  drew  the  reft  : 
So,  when  you  play,  fome  godhead  does  impart 
Harmonious  aid,  divinity  helps  art ; 
Some  cherub  finifhes  what  you  begun. 
And  to  a  miracle  improves  a  tune. 

To  burning  Rome  when  frantick  Nero  play'd. 
Viewing  that  face,  no  more  he  had  furvey'd 
The  raging  flames ;  but  ftruck  with  ftrange  furprifc, 
Confeft  them  lefs  than  thofe  of  Anna's  eyes : 
But,  had  he  heard  thy  lute,  he  foon  had  found 
His  rage  eluded,  and  his  crime  aton'd  : 
Thine,  like  Amphion's  hand,  had  wak'd  the  ftone, 
And  from  deftrudtion  call'd  the  rifing  town : 
Malice  CO  Mufick  had  been  forc'd  to  yield  ; 
Jvfor  could  he  burn  fo  fall,  as  thou  cou'dft  build. 


f  I  c« 
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PICTURE     OF     SENECA 

DYING     IN     A    BATH. 

BY        JORDAIN.  * 

AT    THE    RIGHT     HON.    THE    EARL    OF    EXETEr's 
AT    BURLEIGH     HOUSE. 

VV  H  I  L  E  cruel  Nero  only  drains 
The  moral  Spaniard's  ebbing  veins. 
By  ftudy  worn,  and  flack  with  age. 
How  dull,  how  thoughtlefs  is  his  rage  ! 
Heighten'd  revenge  he  Ihould  have  took  ; 
He  Ihould  have  burnt  his  tutor's  book ; 
And  long  have  reign'd  fupreme  in  vice  : 
One  nobler  wretch  can  only  rife  ; 
'Tis  he  whofe  fury  Ihall  deface 
The  ftoic's  image  in  this  piece. 

*  Jacques  Jordain  was  born  at  Antwerp  in  1584.;  was 
a  difciple  of  Adam  van  Oort,  but  was  indebted  to  Rubens 
for  the  principal  part  of  his  knowledge  in  the  art  of  paint- 
ing :  "  He  painted  with  extraordinary  freedom,  eafe,  and 
expedition  j  there  is  a  brilliancy  and  harmony  in  his  co- 
louring, and  a  good  underftanding  of  the  Chiaro  Scuro» 
His  compofition  is  rich,  his  exprefTion  natural  and  ftrono-, 
but  his  defign  wanted  elegance  and  tafte.  He  ftudied  and 
copied  nature,  yet  he  neither  felefted  its  beauties,  nor  re- 
jefted  its  defeats.  He  knew  how  to  give  his  figures  a  o-ood 
relief,  though  frequently  incorreft  in  the  outlines  j  but  his 
pencil  is  always  excellent,  and  for  a  free  and  fpirited  touch, 
no  painter  can  be  accounted  his  fuperior."  Pilkino-ton's 
Dictionary  of  Painters,  He  died  ia  1678,  aged  8/f  years. 
C  3  For 
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For  while  unhurt,  divine  Jordain, 
Thy  work  and  Seneca's  remain. 
He  ftill  has  body,  ftill  has  foul. 
And  lives  and  fpeaks,  reftor'd  and  whole, 


Wi 


O  D  E, 

I. 


H  I  L  E  blooming  youth,  and  gay  delight 
Sit  on  thy  rofy  cheeks  confeft. 
Thou  haft,  my  dear,  undoubted  right 
To  triumph  o'er  this  deftin'd  breaft. 
My  reafon  bends  to  what  thy  eyes  ordain  : 
For  I  was  born  to  love,  and  thou  to  reign. 
II. 
But  would  you  meanly  thus  rely 

On  power,  you  know  I  muft  obey  ? 
Exert  a  legal  tyranny ; 

And  do  an  ill,  becaufe  you  may  ? 
Still  mull;  I  thee,  as  atheifts  Heaven  adore  ; 
Not  fee  thy  mercy,  and  yet  dread  thy  power  / 
III. 
Take  heed,  my  dear,  youth  flies  apace ; 

As  well  as  Cupid,  Time  is  blind  : 
Soon  muft  thofe  glories  of  thy  face 
The  fate  of  vulgar  beauty  find  : 
The  thoufand  loves,  that  arm  thy  potent  eye, 
Muft  drop  their  quivers,  flag  their  wings,  and  die. 

IV.  Then 
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IV. 
Then  wilt  thou  figh,  when  in  each  frown 

A  hateful  wrinkle  more  appears ; 
And  putting  peevifli  humours  on, 
Seems  but  the  fad  efFeft  of  years : 
Kindnefs  itfelf  too  weak  a  charm  will  prove. 
To  raife  the  feeble  fires  of  aged  love. 
V. 
Forc'd  compliments,   and  formal  bows 

Will  fhow  thee  juft  above  negleft  : 
The  heat  with  which  thy  lover  glows. 
Will  fettle  into  cold  refpefl : 
A  talking  dull  platonic  I  Ihall  turn  ; 
Learn  to  be  civil,  when  I  ceafe  to  burn. 

VI. 
Then  fhun  the  ill,  and  know,  my  dear, 

Kindnefs  and  conftancy  will  prove 
The  only  pillars  fit  to  bear 

So  vail  a  weight  as  that  of  love. 
If  thou  can'il  wifh  to  make  my  flames  endure, 
Thine  muft  be  very  fierce,  and  very  pure. 

VII. 

Hafte,  Celia,  hafte,  while  youth  invites. 

Obey  kind  Cupid's  prefent  voice; 
Fill  ev'ry  fenfe  with  foft  delights. 
And  give  thy  foul  a  loofe  to  joys : 
Let  millions  of  repeated  blifles  prove, 
That  thou  all  kindnefs  art,  and  I  all  love. 


VIII,  Be 
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VIII. 
Be  mine,  and  only  mine  ;  take  care 

Thy  looks,  thy  thoughts,  thy  dreams  to  guide 
To  me  alone ;  nor  come  (o  far. 
As  liking  any  youth  befide  : 
What  men  e'er  court  thee,  fly  'em,  and  believe. 
They  're  ferpents  all,  and  thou  the  tempted  Eve»^ 

IX. 
So  fliall  I  court  thy  deareft  truth. 
When  beauty  ceafes  to  engage  ; 
So  thinking  on  thy  charming  youth, 
I'll  love  it  o'er  again  in  age  : 
So  Time  itfelf  our  raptures  Ihall  improve. 
While  ftill  we  wake  to  joy,  and  live  to  love. 


A    N 
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A      N 

EPISTLE 

T       O 

FLEETWOOD   SHEPHERD,   ESQ^ 

BURLEIGH,     MAY    I4,     l68g. 

S  I  R, 

Jl\  S  once  a  twelvemonth  to  the  priel!. 
Holy  at  Rome,   here  antichrift. 
The  Spanifh  king  prefents  a  jennet, 

To  fhovv  his  love  ; That's  all  that's  In  It : 

For  if  his  holinefs  would  thump 
His  reverend  bum  'gainft  horfe's  rump, 
He  might  b'  equipt  from  his  own  liable 
With  one  more  white,  and  eke  more  able. 

Or  as  with  Gondola's  and  men,  his 
Good  excellence  the  Duke  of  Venice 
(I  wifh,  for  rhime,  't  had  been  the  king) 
Sails  out,  and  gives  the  gulph  a  ring ; 
Which  trick  of  ftate,  he  wifely  maintains. 
Keeps  kindnefs  up  'twixt  old  acquaintance  : 
For  elfe,  in  honeft  truth,  the  fea 
Has  much  lefs  need  of  gold,  than  he. 

Or, 
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Or,  not  to  rove,  and  pump  one's  fancy 
For  popiih  iimilies  beyond  fea  ; 
As  folks  from  mud-wall'd  tenement 
Bring  landlords  pepper-corn  for  rent ; 
Prefent  a  turkey,  or  a  hen 
To  thofe  might  better  fpare  them  fen  : 
Ev'n  fo,  with  all  fubmiffion,  I 
(For  firft  men  inftance,   then  apply) 
Send  you  each  year  a  homely  letter. 
Who  may  return  me  much  a  better. 

Then  take  it.  Sir,  as  it  was  writ. 
To  pay  refpedt,  and  not  Ihow  wit : 
Nor  look  afiiew  at  what  it  faith  ; 
There  's  no  petition  in  it, — 'Faith. 

Here  fome  would  fcratch  their  heads,  and  try 
What  they  fhould  write,  and  how,  and  why  j 
But  I  conceive,  fuch  folks  are  quite  in 
Miftakes,  in  theory  of  v\'riting. 
If  once  for  principle  't  is  laid. 
That  thought  is  trouble  to  the  head; 
I  argue  thus  :  the  world  agrees, 
That  he  writes  well,  who  writes  with  eafe  : 
Then  he,  by  fequel  logical, 
Writes  beft,  who  never  thinks  at  all. 

YerCe  comes  from  Heav'n,  like  inward  light ; 
Meer  human  pains  can  ne'er  come  by  't : 
The  God,  not  we,  the  poem  makes ; 
We  only  tell  folks  what  he  fpeaks. 
Hence  when  anatomifts  difcourfe, 
How  like  brutes  organs  are  to  ours  j 

They 
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They  grant,  if  higher  powers  think  fit, 

A  bear  might  foon  be  made  a  wit ; 

And  that  for  any  thing  in  nature, 

Pigs  might  fqueak  love-odes,  dogs  bark  fatyr. 

Memnon,  though  ftone,  was  counted  vocal  ; 
But  'twas  the  God,  mean  while,  that  fpoke  all, 
Rome  oft  has  heard  a  crofs  haranguing. 
With  prompting  priefl:  behind  the  hanging : 
The  wooden  head  refoiv'd  the  queftion  ; 
While  you  and  Pettis  help'd  the  jeil  on. 

Your  crabbed  rogues,  that  read  Lucretius, 
Are  againfl:  gods,  you  know;  and  teach  us. 
The  God  makes  not  the  poet  ;  but 
The  thefis,  vice-verfa  put, 
Should  Hebrew-wife  be  underftood  ; 
And  means,  the  Poet  makes  the  God. 

-Egyptian  gard'ners  thus  are  faid  to 
Have  fet  the  leeks  they  after  pray'd  to  ; 
And  Romifh  bakers  praife  the  deity 
They  chipp'd,  while  yet  in  its  paniety. 

That  when  you  poets  fwear  and  cry. 
The  God  infpires  ;  I  rave,  I  die  ; 
If  inward  wind  does  truly  fwell  ye, 
'T  mull  be  the  cholick  in  your  belly  : 
That  writing  is  but  juft  like  dice  ; 
And  lucky  mains  make  people  wife : 
That  jumbled  words,  if  fortune  throw  'em, 
Shall,  well  as  Dryden,  form  a  poem  ;  , 
Or  make  a  fpeech,  correal  and  witty. 
As  you  know  who— at  the  committee. 

So 
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So  atoms  dancing  round  the  center. 
They  urge,  made  all  things  at  a  venture. 

But  granting  matters  fhould  be  fpoke 
By  method,  rather  than  by  luck  ; 
This  may  confine  their  younger  Ililes, 
Whom  Dryden  pedagogues  at  Will's  : 
But  never  could  be  meant  to  tye 
Authentic  wits,  like  you  and  I : 
For  as  young  children,  who  are  try'd  in 
Go-carts,  to  keep  their  fteps  from  Aiding; 
When  members  knit,  and  legs  grow  llronger> 
Make  ufe  of  fuch  machine  no  longer ; 
But  leap  pro  libitu,  and  fcout 
On  horfe  call'd  hobby,  or  without : 
So  when  at  fchool  we  firft  declaim. 
Old  Bulbey  walks  us  in  a  theme, 
Whofc  props  fupport  our  infant  vein* 
And  help  the  rickets  in  the  brain  : 
But  when  our  fouls  their  force  dilate. 
And  thoughts  grow  up  to  wit's  eftate ; 
In  verfe  or  profe,  we  write  or  chat. 
Not  fix-pence  matter  upon  what. 

*Tis  not  hov.'  well  an  author  fays  ; 
Bat  'tis  how  much,  that  gathers  praile*, 
Tonfon,  who  is  himfelf  a  wit. 
Counts  writers  merits  by  the  fheet. 
Thus  each  fhould  down  with  all  he  thinks. 
As  boys  eat  bread,  to  fill  up  chinks. 

Kind  Sir,  I  fhould  be  glad  to  fee  you  j 
I  hope  v'  are  well  ;  fo  God  be  wi'  you  ; 

Waa 
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Was  all  I  thought  at  firll  to  write : 

But  things,  fmce  then,  are  alter'd  quite  ; 

Fancies  flow  in,  and  Mufe  flies  high  : 

So  God  knows  when  my  clack  will  lie  : 

I  muft.  Sir,  prattle  on,  as  afore, 

And  beg  your  pardon  yet  this  half  hour. 

So  at  pure  barn  of  loud  Non-con, 
Where  with  my  granam  I  have  gone. 
When  Lcbb  had  lifted  all  his  text. 
And  I  well  hop'd  the  pudding  next ; 
Now  TO  APPLY,   has  plagu'd  me  more. 
Than  all  his  villain  cant  before. 

For  your  religion,  firft,  of  her 
Your  friends  do  fav'ry  things  aver  : 
They  fay,   flie's  honefi:,  as  your  claret. 
Not  fowr'd  with  cant,   nor  ftum'd  with  merit ; 
Your  chamber  is  the  fole  retreat 
Of  chaplains  ev'ry  Sunday  night : 
Of  grace,  no  doubt,  a  certain  fign. 
When  lay-man  herds  with  man  divine  ; 
For  if  their  fame  be  juflily  great. 
Who  would  no  Popifli  nuncio  treat ; 
That  his  is  greater,  we  muft  grant. 
Who  will  treat  nuncio's  Proteftant. 
One  Angle  pofitive  weighs  more. 
You  know,  than  negatives  a  fcore. 

In  politicks,  I  hear,  you  're  ftanch, 
Direftly  bent  againft  the  French  ; 
Deny  to  have  your  free-born  toe 
Pragoon'd  into  a  wooden  ihoe  : 

Are 
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Are  in  no  plots  ;  but  fairly  drive  at 
The  public  welfare,  in  your  private  : 
And  will,  for  England's  glory,  try 
Turks,  Jews,  and  Jefuits  to  defy. 
And  keep  your  places  till  you  die. 

For  me,  whom  wandring  Fortune  threw 
From  what  I  lov'd,  the  town  and  you  ; 
Let  me  juft  tell  you  how  my  time  is 
Pafl  in  a  country-life. — Imprimis, 
As  foon  as  Phoebus'  rays  infpedl  us, 
Firll:,  Sir,  I  read,  and  then  I  breakfaft  ; 
So  on,  'till  forefaid  God  does  fct, 
I  fometimes  ftudy,  fometimes  eat. 
Thus,  of  your  heroes  and  brave  boys, 
With  whom  old  Homer  makes  fuch  noife. 
The  greatell  aftions  I  can  find, 
Are,  that  they  did  their  work,  and  din'd. 

The  books  of  which  I'm  chiefly  fond. 
Are  fuch,  as  you  have  whilom  con'd  ; 
That  treat  of  China's  civil  law. 
And  fubjefts  nghts  in  Golconda  ; 
Of  highway-elephants  at  Ceylan, 
That  rob  in  clans,  like  men  o'  th'  Highland  j 
Of  apes  that  ftorm,  or  keep  a  town. 
As  well  almoft,  as  count  Lauzun  ; 
Of  unicorns  and  alligators,  *! 

Elks,  mermaids,  mummies,  witches,  fatyrs,        ?• 
And  twenty  other  ftranger  matters  ;  ^ 

Which,  though  they  're  things  I  've  no  concern  in, 
Make  all  our  grooms  admire  my  learning. 

Criticks 
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Criticks  I  read  on  other  men, 
And  hypers  upon  them  again  ; 
Ffom  whofe  remarks  I  give  opinion 
On  twenty  books,  yet  ne'er  look  in  one. 

Then  all  your  wits,  that  flear  and  fham, 
Down  from  Don  Quixote  to  Tom  Tram ; 
From  whom  I  jells  and  puns  purloin. 
And  flily  put  them  ofF  for  mine  : 
Fond  to  be  thought  a  country  wit : 
The  reil,— when  fate  and  you  think  lit. 

Sometimes  I  climb  my  mare,  and  kick  her 
To  bottl'd  ale,  and  country  vicar ; 
Sometimes  at  Stamford  take  a  quart, 
'Squire  Shephard's  health, — with  all  my  heart. 

Thus,  without  much  delight,  or  griff, 
I  fool  away  an  idle  life  ; 
'Till  Shadwell  from  the  town  retires, 
(Choak'd  up  with  fame  and  fea-coal  fires,) 
To  blcfs  the  wood  with  peaceful  lyric  j 
Then  hey  for  praife  and  panegyric  ; 
Juftice  reftor'd,  and  nations  freed, 
And  wreaths  round  William's  glorious  head. 
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TO        THE 

COUNTESS     OF     DORSET, 

WRITTEN      IN      HER      MILTON. 

BY    MR.    BRADBURY. 


)0  E  E  here  how  bright  the  firfl-born  virgin  fhone. 
And  how  the  firft  fond  lover  was  undone. 
Such  charming  words  our  beauteous  mother  fpoke. 
As  Milton  wrote,  and  fuch  as  yours  her  look. 
Yours,  the  beft  copy  of  th'  original  face, 
Whofe  beauty  was  to  furnifh  all  the  race  : 
Such  chains  no  author  could  efcape  but  he  ; 
There's  no  way  to  be  fafe,  but  not  to  fee. 


T  O 
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TO        THE 

LADY         DURSLEY:* 

ON     THE     SAME     SUBJECT. 

in.  ERE  reading  how  fond  Adam  was  betray'd. 
And  how  by  fin  Eve's  blafted  charms  decay'd  ; 
Our  common  lofs  unjuftly  you  complain  ; 
So  fmall  that  part  of  it,  which  you  fuftain. 

You  ftill,   fair  mother,  in  your  offspring  trace 
The  ftock  of  beauty  deftin'd  for  the  race  : 
Kind  nature,  forming  them,  the  pattern  took 
For  Heav'n's  firft  work,  and  Eve's  original  look. 

You,  happy  faint,  the  ferpent's  pow'r  controul : 
Scarce  any  adlual  guilt  defiles  your  foul : 
And  hell  does  o'er  that  mind  vain  triumph  boaft. 
Which  gains  a  Heav'n,  for  earthly  Eden  loft. 

With  virtue  ftrong  as  yours  had  Eve  been  arm'd, 
In  vain  the  fruit  had  blufh'd,  or  ferpent  charm'd  : 
Nor  had  our  blifs  by  penitence  been  bought ; 
Nor  had  frail  Adam  fall'n,  nor  Milton  wrote. 

•  Elizabeth,  daughter  of  Baptift  Noel,  Vifcount  Camp- 
den.  Shedied  30  July,  1719.  Her  hufband,  Charles  Earl 
of  Berkeley  (wiien  Lord  Durfley),  had  been  envoy  extra- 
ordinary and  plenipotentiary  to  the  States  of  Holland,  from 
whence  he  returned  in  1695. 

Vol.  I.  P  TO 
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T       O 

MY     LORD     BUCK  HURST.  * 

VERY  YOUNG. 

PLAYING       WITH        A        CAT. 

1  H  E  am'rous  youth,  whofc  tender  breall 
Was  by  his  darling  cat  pofTeft, 
Obtain'd  of  Venus  his  defire, 
Howe'er  irregular  his  fire  : 
Nature  the  pow'r  of  love  obey'd  ; 
The  cat  became  a  blufhing  maid  ; 
And,  on  the  happy  change,  the  boy 
Employ'd  his  wonder,  and  his  joy. 

Take  care,  O  beauteous  child,  take  care. 
Left  thou  prefer  fo  rafh  a  pray'r  : 
Nor  vainly  hope,  the  queen  of  love 
Will  e'er  thy  fav'rite's  charms  improve. 
O  quickly  from  her  fnrine  retreat; 
Or  tremble  for  thy  darling's  fate. 

The  queen  of  love,  who  foon  will  fee 
Her  own  Adonis  live  in  thee. 
Will  lightly  her  firll  lofs  deplore  ; 
Will  eafily  forgive  the  boar  : 

*  Lionel,  afterwarris  Duke  of  Doifetj  to  whom   Prior 
afterwards  dedicated  his  poems. 

Her 
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Her  eyes  with  tears  no  more  will  flow; 
With  jealous  rage  her  breafl  will  glow  : 
And  on  her  tabby  rival's  face 
She  deep  will  mark  her  new  difgrace. 


ODE. 

I. 


w, 


HILE  from  oar  looks,  fair  nymph,  you  guefs 
The  fecret  paffions  of  our  mind  ; 
My  heavy  eyes,  you  fay,  confefs 
A  heart  to  love  and  grief  inclin'd. 
II. 
There  needs,  alas  !  but  little  art, 
To  have  this  fatal  fecret  found  : 
With  the  fame  cafe  you  threw  the  dart, 
'Tis  certain  you  may  fhow  the  wound, 
III. 
How  can  I  fee  you,  and  not  love  ; 

While  you  as  op'ning  eaft  are  fair  ? 
While  cold  as  northern  blafts  you  prove  j 
How  can  I  love,  and  not  defpair  ? 
IV. 
The  wretch  in  double  fetters  bound 
Your  potent  mercy  may  releafe  : 
Soon,  if  my  love  but  once  were  crown'd. 
Fair  prophetefs,  my  grief  would  ceafe, 

D   2  A 
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S  ON  G. 

J.  N  vain  you  tell  your  parting  lover, 
You  wifli  fair  winds  may  waft  him  over. 
Alas  1  what  winds  can  happy  prove. 
That  bear  me  far  from  what  I  love  ? 
Alas !  what  dangers  on  the  main 
Can  equal  thofe  that  I  fuftain, 
From  flighted  vows,  and  cold  difdain  ? 

Be  gentle,  and  in  pity  choofe 
To  wiih  the  wildeft  tempelb  loofe  : 
That  thrown  again  upon  the  coaft. 
Where  firfl:  my  lhipwraci;t  heart  was  loil, 
I  may  once  more  repeat  my  pain  ; 
Once  more  in  dying  notes  complain 
Of  flighted  vows,  and  cold  difdain. 


THE 

DESPAIRING     SHEPHERP, 

A  LEXIS  filun'd  his  fellow  fwains, 
Their  rural  fports,   and  jocund  ftrains, 

(Hcav'n  guard  us  all  from  Cupid's  bow  !) 
He  loil  his  crook,  he  left  his  flocks  ; 
And  wand'ring  through  the  lonely  rocks, 

j:fe  nourifn'd  endlefs  woe. 

The 
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The  nymphs  and  fliepherds  round  him  came  t 
His  grief  fome  pity,  others  blame  ; 

The  fatal  caufe  all  kindly  feek  : 
He  mingled  his  concern  with  theirs  ; 
He  gave  'em  back  their  fi-iendly  tears ; 

He  figh'd,  but  would  not  fpeak. 

Clorinda  came  among  the  reft  ; 
And  fhe  too  kind  concern  expreft. 

And  afk'd  the  reafon  of  his  woe  : 
She  aflc'd,  but  with  an  air  and  mien. 
That  made  it  eafily  forefeen. 

She  fear'd  too  much  to  know. 

The  ftiepherd  rais'd  his  mournful  head  j 
And  will  you  pardon  me,  he  faid. 

While  I  the  cruel  truth  reveal  ; 
Which  nothing  from  my  breaft  (hould  tear ; 
Which  never  fhould  offend  your  ear, 

But  that  you  bid  me  tell  ? 

*Tis  thus  I  rove,  'tis  thus  complain, 
Since  you  appear'd  upon  the  plain  ; 

You  are  the  caufe  of  all  my  care  : 
Your  eyes  ten  thoufand  dangers  dart : 
Ten  thoufand  torments  vex  my  heart : 

I  love,  and  I  defpair. 

D  1  Too 
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Too  much,  Alexis,  I  have  heard  : 
'Tis  what  I  thought ;  'tis  what  I  fear'd  : 

And  yet  I  pardon  you,  fhe  cry'd : 
But  you  fhall  promife  ne'er  again 
To  breathe  your  vows,  or  fpeak  your  pain  : 

He  bow'd,  obey'd,  and  dy'd. 


TO     THE     HONOURABLE 

CHARLES    MONTAGUE,    ESQ^* 

I, 

H  OWE'ER,  'tis  well,  that  while  mankind 
Through  Fate's  perverfe  maeander  errs. 

He  can  imagin'd  pleafurcs  find, 
To  combat  againll  real  cares. 

*  Afterwards  Earl  of  Halifax.  "  He  raifed  himfelf," 
fays  Mr.  Walpole,  "  by  his  abilities  and  eloquence  in  the 
Houfe  of  Commons,  where  he  had  the  honour  of  being 
attacked,  in  conjunction  with  Lord  Somers,  and  the  fatif- 
faftion  of  eftablifhing  his  innocence  as  clearly.  Addifon 
has  celebrated  this  lord  in  his  account  of  the  greateft  Eng- 
lifti  poets  :  Steele  has  drawn  his  charafter  in  the  dedication 
of  the  fecond  volume  of  the  Spe6lator,  and  the  fourth  of 
the  Tatler;  but  Pope  in  the  portrait  of  Bufo  in  the  Epif- 
tle  to  Arbuthnot  has  returned  the  ridicule,  which  his  lord- 
Ihip,  in  conjunftion  with  Prior,  had  heaped  on  Dryden's 
Hind  and  Panther."     He  dyed  19  May,  1715. 

II.  Fancies 
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11. 

Fancies  and  notions  he  purfues, 

Which  ne'er  had  being  but  in  thought  t 
Each,  like  the  Grecian  artift  f ,  woo's 

The  image  he  himfelf  has  wrought. 
III. 
Againft  experience  he  believes  ; 

He  argues  againft  demonftration  ; 
Pleas'd,  when  his  reafon  he  deceives  ; 

And  fets  his  judgment  by  his  paffion. 
IV. 
The  hoary  fool,  who  many  days 

Has  rtruggled  with  continued  forrow. 
Renews  his  hope,  and  blindly  lays 

The  defp'rate  bett  upon  to-morrow. 
V. 
To-morrow  comes  :  'tis  noon,  'tis  night ; 

This  day  like  all  the  former  flies : 
Yet  on  he  runs,  to  feek  delight 

To-morrow,  'till  to-night  he  dies. 
VI. 
Our  hopes,  like  tow'ring  falcons,  aim 

At  objedls  in  an  airy  height  : 
The  little  pleafure  of  the  game 

Is  from  afar  to  view  the  flight. 

VII. 

Our  aHxious  pains  we,  all  the  day. 

In  fcarch  of  what  we  like,  employ : 
Scorning  at  nigiit  the  worlhlefs  prey, 
Wc  find  the  labour  gave  the  joy. 

f  Apelles. 

D  4  VIII.  At 
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VIII. 

At  dillance  through  an  artful  glafs 

To  the  mind's  eye  things  well  appear : 
They  lofe  their  forms,  and  make  a  mafs 
Confus'd  and  black  if  brought  too  near. 
IX. 
If  we  fee  right,  we  fee  our  woes : 

Then  what  avails  it  to  have  eyes  ? 
From  ignorance  our  comfort  flows. 
The  only  wretched  are  the  wife. 
X. 
We  weary'd  fhould  lye  down  in  death  : 
This  cheat  of  life  would  take  no  more  ; 
If  you  thought  fame  but  empty  breath  ; 
I,  Phillis  but  a  perjur'd  whore. 


HYMN      TO      THE      SUN. 
SET     BY     DR.     PURGE  L. 

AND     INTENDED    TO    BE    SUNG    BEFORE    THEIR. 
MAJESTIES   ON    N  E  W-YE  A  R*S-D  A  Y,    1693-4, 

WRITTEN    AT    THE    HAGUE. 
I. 

JLi  I  G  H  T  of  the  world,  and  ruler  of  the  year. 
With  happy  fpeed  begin  thy  great  career  ; 
And,  as  thou  doft  thy  radiant  journies  run. 
Through  every  diltant  climate  own. 

That 
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That  In  fair  Albion  thou  haft  feen 
The  greateft  prince,  the  brighteft  queen. 
That  ever  fav'd  a  land,  or  bleft  a  throne, 
Since  firft  thy  beams  were  fpread,    or  genial  power 
was  known. 

11. 
So  may  thy  godhead  be  confeft. 
So  the  returning  year  be  bleft. 
As  his  infant  months  beftow 
Springing  wreaths  for  William's  brow  j 
As  his  fummer's  youth  Ihall  fned 
Eternal  fweets  around  Maria's  head: 
From  the  bleffings  they  beftow, 
Our  times  are  dated,  and  our  aera's  move  : 
They  govern  and  enlighten  all  below. 
As  thou  doft  all  above. 

III. 
Let  our  hero  in  the  war 
AAive  and  fierce,  like  thee,  appear : 
Like  thee,  great  fon  of  Jove,  like  thee. 
When  clad  in  riling  majefty. 
Thou  marcheft  down  o'er  Delos'  hills  confeft. 
With  all  thy  arrows  arm'd,  in  all  thy  glory  drell. 
Like  thee,  the  hero  does  his  arms  emnloy. 

The  raging  Python  to  deftroy. 
And  give  the  injur'd  nations  peace  and  joy. 

IV. 

From  faireft  years,  and  Time's  more  happy  ftores. 
Gather  all  the  fmiling  hours ; 

Such 
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Such  as  with  friendly  care  have  guarded 

Patriots  and  kings  in  rightrul  wars  ; 
Such  as  with  conquefl  have  rewarded. 

Triumphant  vidors  happy  cares  ; 
Such  as  ftory  has  recorded 
Sacred  to  NafTau's  long  renown, 
For  countries  fav'd,  and  battles  won. 

V. 
March  them  again  in  fair  array. 
And  bid  them  form  the  happy  day. 
The  happy  day  defign'd  to  wait 
On  William's  fame,  and  Europe's  fate. 

Let  the  happy  day  be  crown'd 
With  great  event,  and  fair  fuccefs  ; 
No  brighter  in  the  year  be  found. 
But  that  which  brings  the  vidor  home  in  peace. 
VI, 
Again  thy  godhead  we  implore, 
Great  in  wifdom  as  in  pov/er ; 
Again,  for  good  Maria's  fake,  and  ours, 
Chufe  out  other  fmiling  hours  ; 
Such  as  with  joyous  wings  have  fled. 

When  happy  counfels  were  advifmg ; 
Such  as  have  lucky  omens  fhcd 

O'er  forming  laws,  and  empires  rifing; 
Such  as  many  courfes  ran. 
Hand  in  hand,  a  goodly  train. 
To  blefs  the  great  Eliza's  reign  ; 
And  in  the  typic  glory  fnovv, 
What  fuller  blifs  Maria  fliall  bellow. 

VII.  As 
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VII. 

As  the  folemn  hours  advance. 
Mingled  fend  into  the  dance 
Many  fraught  with  all  the  treafures. 

Which  thy  eaftern  travel  viev/s  ; 
Many  wing'd  with  all  the  pleafures, 
Man  can  alk,  or  Heav'n  difFufe  : 
That  great  Maria  all  thofe  joys  may  know. 
Which,  from  her  cares,  upon  her  fubjedls  flow. 

VIII. 
For  thy  own  glory  fmg  our  fov'reign's  praife, 
God  of  verfes  and  of  days ; 
Let  all  thy  tuneful  fons  adorn 

Their  lalling  work  with  William's  name  ; 
Let  chofen  Mufes  yet  unborn 
Take  great  Maria  for  their  future  theme  : 
Eternal  ftru£lures  let  them  raife. 
On  William's  and  Maria's  praife  : 
Nor  want  new  fubjeft  for  the  Song  ; 

Nor  fear  they  can  exhauft  the  llore ; 
'Till  Nature's  mufick  lies  unflrung ; 
'Till  thou,  great  God,  ihalt  lofe  thy  double  pow'r; 
And  touch  thy  lyre,  and  flioot  thy  beams  no  more. 


THE 
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THE 

LADY'S    LOOKING-GLASS.  • 

IN    IMITATION   OF   A   GREEK.   IDYLLIUM. 


V>  E  L  I  A  and  I  the  other  day 
Walk'd  o'er  the  fand-hills  to  the  fea : 
The  fetting  fun  adorn'd  the  coaft. 
His  beams  entire,  his  fierccnefs  loft : 
And  on  the  furface  of  the  deep. 
The  winds  lay  only  not  afleep  : 
The  nymph  did  like  the  fcene  appear. 
Serenely  pleafant,  calmly  fair  : 
Soft  fell  her  words,  as  flew  the  air. 


I 


•  See  Longinus's  comparifon  of  the  OdyfTey  to  the  Set- 
ting Sun.     EtI.  Pearce,   8vo.  p.  56. 

**  Whether  Prior  had  the  latter  words  in  view,  one  can- 
not fay  ;  but  it  is  difficult  to  conceive  how  the  fame  image 
could  be  more  accurately  or  forcibly  transferred  from  one 
language  to  another.  -That  lively  and  moft  agreeable 
writer  was  very  fond  of  copying  from  the  Grecian  fchool, 
but  always  in  fuch  a  manner  as  to  fhew  the  mafter,  where 
he  even  meant  to  imitate,  of  which  this  little  poem  is 
a  beautiful  in  (lance  :  the  learned  will  eafily  trace  in  the 
Looking-Glafs  of  Prior  the  Poet  and  his  Mufe  (as  It  may 
be  infcribed)  of  Mofchus.  CAPRICE  is  the  general  fub- 
je£l  of  both  poems,  and  many  images  of  the  latter  are  tranf- 
planted  into  the  former."     Note  to  Eunomus,  1774,  vol. 

iv.  p.  108. 

With 
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With  fecret  Joy  I  heard  her  fay, 
That  fhe  would  never  mifs  one  day 
A  walk  fo  fine,  a  fight  fo  gay. 

But,  oh  the  change  !   the  winds  grow  high; 
Impending  tempells  charge  the  fky  ; 
The  lightning  flies  ;  the  thunder  roars  ; 
And  big  waves  lafti  the  frighten'd  fhores. 
Struck  with  the  horror  of  the  fight, 
She  turns  her  head,  and  v/ings  her  flight; 
And  trembling  vows,  ftie  '11  ne'er  again 
Approach  the  ihore,  or  view  the  main. 

Once  more  at  leall  look  back,  faid  I; 
Thyfelf  in  that  large  glafs  defcry  : 
When  thou  art  in  good-humour  dreft ; 
When  gentle  reafon  rules  thy  bread  ; 
The  fun  upon  the  calmeft  fea 
Appears  not  half  fo  bright  as  thee: 
'Tis  then,  that  with  delight  I  rove 
Upon  the  boundlefs  depth  of  love : 
I  blefs  my  chain  ;  I  hand  my  oar  j 
Nor  think  on  all  I  left  on  fliore. 

But  when  vain  doubt,  and  groundlefs  fear 
Do  that  dear  foolilh  bofom  tear  ; 
When  the  big  lip,  and  wat'ry  eye 
Tell  me,  the  rifing  ftorm  is  nigh  : 
'Tis  then,  thou  art  yon'  angry  main, 
Deform'd  by  winds,  and  dafli'd  by  rain  ; 
And  the  poor  failor,  that  mull  try 

^t's  fury,  labours  lefs  than  I. 

Ship- 
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Shipwreck'd,  in  vain  to  land  I  make  ; 
While  Love  and  Fate  Hill  drive  me  back  : 
Forc'd  to  doat  on  thee  thy  own  way, 
I  chide  thee  firft,  and  then  obey. 
Wretched  when  from  thee,  vex'd  when  nigh, 
I  with  thee,  or  without  dice,  die. 


LOVE     AND     FRIENDSHIP: 

A 

PASTORAL. 

BY      MRS.      ELIZABETH      SINGER.    • 


Wi 


AMARYLLIS. 


H I L  E  from  the  fkies  the  ruddy  fun  defcends ; 
And  rifing  night  the  ev'ning  fhade  extends ; 
While  pearly  dews  o'erfpread  the  fruitful  field ; 
And  clofing  flowers  reviving  odours  yield  : 
Let  us,  beneath  thefe  fpreading  trees,  recite 
What  from  our  hearts  our  Mufes  may  indite. 
Nor  need  we,  in  this  clofe  retirement,  fear. 
Left  any  fwain  our  am'rous  fecrets  hear. 

*  Afterwards  the  celebrated  Mrs.  Eliznbeth  Rowe.     It 
is  laid  Mr.  Prior  once  made  his  adJreffes  to  this  lady. 

s  I  L- 
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SILVIA. 

To  ev'ry  fhepherd  I  would  mine  proclaim  ; 
Since  fair  Aminta  is  my  fofceft  theme  : 
A  Granger  to  the  loofe  delights  of  love, 
My  thoughts  the  nobler  warmth  of  fricndfhip prove: 
And,  while  it's  pure  and  facred  fire  I  iing, 
Chafte  goddefs  of  the  groves,  thy  faccour  bring. 

AMARYLLIS. 

Propitious  God  of  Love,  my  breall:  infpire 
With  all  thy  charms,  with  all  thy  pleafing  fire  : 
Propitious  God  of  Love,  thy  fuccour  bring  ; 
Whilll;  I  thy  darling,   thy  Alexis  fing. 
Alexis,  as  the  opening  bloilbms  fair. 
Lovely  as  light,  and  foft  as  yielding  air. 
For  him  each  virgin  fighs ;  and  on  the  plains 
The  happy  youth  above  each  rival  reigns. 
Nor  to  the  ecchoing  groves,  and  whifp'ring  fpring. 
In  fweeter  ftrains  does  artful  Conon  fing ; 
When  loud  applaufes  fill  the  crouded  groves  ; 
And  Phoebus  the  fuperlor  fong  approves. 

SILVIA, 

Beauteous  Aminta  is  as  early  light, 
Breaking  the  melancholy  fnades  of  night. 
When  file  is  near,  all  anxious  trouble  flies ; 
And  our  reviving  hearts  confefs  her  eyes. 
Young  love,  and  blooming  joy,  and  gay  defires. 
In  ev'ry  breall  the  beauteous  nymph  infpires  : 

And 
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And  on  the  plain  when  flie  no  more  appears. 
The  plain  a  dark  and  gloomy  profpeft  wears. 
In  vain  the  ftreams  roll  on :   the  eaftern  breeze 
Dances  in  vain  among  the  trembling  trees. 
In  vain  the  birds  begin  their  ev'nrng  fong. 
And  to  the  ftlent  night  their  notes  prolong  : 
Nor  groves,  nor  chryftal  ftreams,  nor  verdant  field 
Poes  wonted  pleafure  in  her  abfence  peld. 

AMARYLLIS. 

And  in  his  abfence,  all  the  penfive  day. 
In  fome  obfcure  retreat  I  lonely  dray  ; 
All  day  to  the  repeating  caves  complain. 
In  mournful  accents,  and  a  dying  ftrain. 
Dear  lovely  youth,  I  cry  to  all  around  : 
Dear  lovely  youth,  the  flattering  vales  refound, 

SILVIA. 

On  flov/'ry  banks,  by  ev'ry  murm'ring  ftream, 
Aminta  is  my  Mufe's  fofteft  theme  : 
*Tis  flie  that  does  my  artful  notes  refine  : 
With  fair  Aminta's  name  my  nobleft  vcrfe  fliall  fhine. 

AMARYLLIS. 

I'll  twine  frefh  garlands  for  Alexis'  brows, 
And  confecrate  to  him  eternal  vows : 
The  charming  youth  (hall  my  Apollo  prove  : 
lie  lliall  adorn  my  fongs,  and  tune  my  voice  to  love. 


T   0 
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TO       THE 

AUTHOR 

OF     THE      FOREGOING 

A        S        T        O        R        A        L. 


B 


Y  Silvia  if  thy  charming  felf  be  meant; 
If  friendfhip  be  thy  virgin  vows  extent ; 
O  !  let  me  in  Aminta's  praifes  join  : 
Her's  my  efteem  fhall  be,  my  paffion  thine. 
When  for  thy  head  the  garland  I  prepare  ; 
A  fecond  Wreath  fhall  bind  Aminta's  hair : 
And  when  my  choiceft  fongs  thy  worth  proclaim  ; 
Alternate  verfe  fhall  blefs  Aminta's  name  ; 
My  heart  fhall  own  the  juflice  of  her  caufe  ; 
And  Love  himfelf  fubmit  to  Friendlhip's  laws. 

But,  if  beneath  thy  numbers  foft  difguife. 
Some  favour'd  fwain,  fome  trae  Alexis  lyes ; 
If  Amaryllis  breaths  thy  fecret  pains ; 
And  thy  fond  heart  beats  meafure  to  thy  flra^ns, 
May'ft  thou,  howe'er  I  grieve,  for  ever  find 
The  flame  propitious,  and  the  lover  kind  ^ 
May  Venus  long  exert  her  happy  pow'r. 
And  make  thy  beauty,  like  thy  verfe,  endure ; 

Vol.  I,  £  May 
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May  ev'ry  God  his  friendly  aid  afford  ; 

Pun  guard  thy  flock,  and  Ceres  blefs  thy  board. 

But,  if  by  chance  the  feries  of  thy  joys 
Permit  one  thought  lefs  chcarful  to  arife  ; 
Piteous  transfer  it  to  the  mournful  fwain. 
Who  loving  much,  who  not  belov'd  again. 
Feels  an  ill-fated  paffion's  laft  excefs  ; 
And  dies  in  woe,  that  thou  may'ft  live  in  peace^ 


T   O 
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T      O 

A  LADY: 

4HE    REFUSING    TO    CONTINUE    A   DISPUTE   WITH 

ME,   AND   LEAVING   ME   IN   THE   ARGUMENT. 

A       N 

ODE, 


S 


PARE,  gen'rous  Vlftor,  fpare  the  Have, 

Who  did  unequal  war  purfue  ; 
That  more  than  triumpii  he  might  have. 

In  being  overcome  by  you. 
TL 
in  the  difpute  whate'er  I  faid, 

My  heart  was  by  my  tongue  bely'd  s 
And  in  my  looks  you  might  have  read, 

How  much  I  argu'd  on  your  fide. 
III. 
You,  far  from  danger  as  from  fear. 

Might  have  fuftain'd  an  open  fight : 
for  feldom  your  opinions  err; 

Your  eyes  are  always  in  the  right. 

^  7,  IV.  Why. 
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IV. 
Why,  fair  one,  would  you  not  rely 

On  Rcafon's  force  with  Beauty's  join'd  ? 
Could  I  their  prevalence  deny, 

I  mufl  at  once  be  deaf  and  blind. 

V. 
Alas  !  not  hoping  to  fuhdue, 
I  only  to  the  fight  afpir'd  : 
To  keep  the  beauteous  foe  in  view 
Was  all  the  glory  I  defir'd. 
VI. 
But  ftie,  howe'er  of  vidl'ry  fure. 

Contemns  the  wreath  too  long  delay'd  ; 
And,  arm'd  with  more  immediate  pow'r. 
Calls  cruel  filence  to  her  aid. 
VII. 
Deeper  to  wound,  flie  fhuns  the  fight : 
She  drops  her  arms,  to  gain  the  field : 
Secures  her  conqueft  byher  flight ; 

And  triumphs,  when  (he  feems  to  yield. 
VIII, 
So  when  the  Parthian  turn'd  his  fleed. 

And  from  the  hoftile  camp  withdrew ; 
With  cruel  fkill  the  backward  reed 
He  fent ;  and  as  he  fled,  he  Hew 


a  E  E' 
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SEEING       THE 

DUKE      OF      ORMOND'S* 
PICTURE, 

AT       SIR      GODFREY      KNELLEr's, 

KJ  U  T  from  the  injur'd  canvas,  Kneller,  flrike 
Thefe  lines  too  faint :  the  pifture  is  not  like. 
Exalt  thy  thought,  and  try  thy  toil  again  : 
Dreadful  in  arms,  on  Landen's  f  glcwious  plain 

E  3  Place 

*  James  Duke  of  Ormond,  eldeft  fon  of  Thomas  Earl 
of  Oflbry.  He  fucceeded  his  grandfather  in  title  and 
eftate  in  the  year  16885  was  bred  at  Chrift  Church  in  the 
univerfity  of  Oxford,  and  after  holding  many  confiderable 
polls  during  the  reigns  of  King  William  and  Qu^een  Anne, 
was  in  the  beginning  of  the  reign  of  George  the  Firft, 
attainted  of  high  treafon  on  account  of  his  being  concern- 
ed in  the  unpopular  meafures  of  the  laft  four  years  of 
Qn^een  Anne's  reign.  Hu  died  in  Exile  in  the  year  1745, 
in  a  very  advanced  age. 

■\-  At  the  battle  of  Landen  the  Duke  of  Ormond  was 
taken  prifoner  afier  his  hoiie  was  fhot  under  him,  and  he 
had  received  many  wounds.  Mr.  Dryden,  in  his  dedica- 
tion prefixed  to  his  Fables  in  the  year  1699,  fays,  "  Yet 
*'  not  to  be  wholly  filent  of  all  your  charities,  I  muff  ftay 

**  a  little 
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Place  Ormond's  duke  :  impendent  in  the  air 
Let  his  keen  fabre,  comet-like,  appear, 
Where-e'er  it  points,  denouncing  death  :   below 
Draw  routed  fquadrons,  and  the  num'rous  foe 
Falling  beneath,  or  flying  from  his  blow  : 

'Till 
"  a  little  on  one  action,  which  preferred  the  relief  of  others 
**  to  the  confideration  of  your  ftlf.  When,  in  the  battle 
"  of  Lanclen,-  you?  heat  of  courage  (a  fault  only  pardon- 
*'  able  to  your  youth)  had  tranfported  you  fo  far  before 
*'  your  friends,  that  they  were  unable  to  follow,  much  left 
*'  to  Aiccour  you  ;  when  you  were  not  only  dangeroufly, 
"  but  in  all  appearance  mortally  wounded,  when  in  that 
*'  defperate  condition  you  were  made  piifoner,  and  carried 
•*  to  Namur,  at  that  time  in  pofieflion  of  the  French  j 
«<  then  it  was,  my  Lord,  tliat  you  took  a  confiderabie  part 
**  of  what  was  remitted  to  you  of  your  own  revenues, 
*'  and  as  a  memorable  inftance  of  your  heroic  cliarity,  put 
*'  it  into  the  hands  of  Count  Guifcard,  who  was  Go- 
*•  vernor  of  the  place,  to  be  diftributcdamong  your  ftt- 
**  low-prifoners.  Tlie  French  commander,  charmed  with 
*'  the  greatnefs  of  your  foul,  accordingly  configned  it  to 
"  the  life  for  which  it  was  intended  by  the  donor :  by 
**  which  means  the  lives  of  fo  many  miferable  men  were 
*•  ftved,  and  a  comfortabk  provifion  made  for  their  fub- 
**  fiitence,  who  had  otherwife  periHied,  had  net  you  been 
**  the  companion  of  their  misfortime  :  or  rather  fent  by 
•*  Providence,  like  another  Joft-ph,  to  ktep  out  famine 
**  from  invading  thofe,  wliom  in  humility  yon  called  your 
*'  brethren.  How  happy  was  it  for  thofe  poor  creatures, 
**  that  your  grace  was  made  their  fellew-fufftrer  ?  and 

<«  how 
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*Till  weak  with  wounds,  and  cover'd  o'er  with  bloody 
V/hich  from  the  patriot's  breaft  in  torrents  flow'd, 
tie  faints  :  his  fteed  no  longer  hears  the  rein  ; 
But  ftumbles  o'er  the  heap,  his  hand  had  flain. 
And  now  exhaufled,  bleeding,  pale  he  lies ; 
Lovely,  fad  obje6l !  in  his  half-clos'd  eyes 
Stern  vengeance  yet,  and  hollile  terror  ftand  : 
His  front  yet  threatens ;   and  his  frowns  command  J 
The  Gallick  chiefs  their  troops  around  him  call ; 
Fear  to  approach  him,  though  they  fee  him  fall. — 

O  Kneller,  could  thy  Ihades  and  lights  exprefs 
The  perfeft  hero  in  that  glorious  drefs ; 

**  how  glorious  for  you,  that  you  chofe  to  want,  rather 
**  than  Hot  relieve  the  wants  of  others  >  The  heathen 
"  poet,  in  commending  the  charity  of  Dido  to  the  Trojans, 
'*  fpoke  like  a  Chriftian  s  NON  IGNARA  MALI,  MisERis 
**  succuRRERE  DISCO.  All  nnen,  even  thote  of  a  dif* 
**  ferent  intereft,  and  contrary  principles,  muft  praife  this 
"  Aftion,  as  the  mo(t  eminent  for  piety,  not  only  in  this" 
*'  degenerate  age,  but  ahnoft  in  any  of  the  former;  whea 
"  men  were  made  de  meliore  luto  ;  when  examples 
"  of  chanty  were  frequent,  and  when  they  were  in  being, 

"    TEUCRI    PULCHERRIMA    PROLES,     MAGNANlMl    HE- 

*'  ROES  NATi  MELiORiBUs  ANNis.  No  envy  Can  de- 
"  tra6l  from  this;  it  will  (hine  in  hiftory  ;  and,  like 
*'  fwans,  grow  whiter  the  longer  it  endures  :  and  the 
♦'  name  of  ormond  will  be  more  celebrated  in  his  cap- 
"  tivity,   than  in  his  greateft  triumphs,'* 

E  4  Agu 
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Ages  to  come  might  Ormond's  pidure  know; 
And  palms  for  thee  beneath  his  lawrels  grow  ; 
In  fpight  of  Time  thy  work  might  ever  Ihine  ; 
Nor  Homer's  colours  lall  fo  long  as  thine. 


CELIA       TO      DAMON. 

ATQUE    IN    AMORE    MALA   UJEC    PROPRIO,    SUMMEQUE 
SECUNDO    INVENIUNTUR LUCRET.    LIB.  4. 

VV  HAT  can  I  fay,  what  arguments  can  prove 
My  truth,  what  colours  can  defcribe  my  love  ; 
If  it's  excefs  and  fury  be  not  known. 
In  what  thy  Celia  has  already  done  ? 

Thy  infant  flames,  whilft  yet  they  were  conceal'd 
In  tim  ious  doubts,  with  pity  I  beheld  ; 
With  eafy  fmiles  difpell'd  the  filent  fear. 
That  durft  not  tell  me,  what  I  dy'd  to  hear : 
In  vain  I  ibove  to  check  my  growing  flame. 
Or  fhelter  paffion  under  friendfliip's  name  : 
You  faw  my  heart,  how  it  my  tongue  bely'd  j 
And  when  you  prefs'd,  how  faintly  I  deny'd         ■ 

E'er  guardian  thought  could  bring  it's  fcatter'd 
aid  ; 
E'er  reafon  could  fupport  the  doubting  maid  j 

My 


M.        PRIOR.  45 

My  foul  furpriz'd,  and  from  herfelf  disjoin'cl. 
Left  all  referve,  and  all  the  lex  behind  : 
From  your  command  her  motions  Ihc  received  ; 
And  not  for  me,  but  you,  ftie  breath'd  and  liv'd. 

But  ever  bieft  be  Cytherea's  fhrine  ; 
And  fires  eternal  on  her  altars  fhine  ; 
Since  thy  dear  breaft  has  felt  an  equal  wound  ; 
Since  in  thy  kindnefs  my  defires  are  crown 'd. 
By  thy  each  look,  and  thought,  and  care,  'tislliown. 
Thy  joys  are  center'd  all  in  me  alone; 
And  fure  I  am,  thou  wouldlt  not  change  this  hour 
For  all  the  white  ones.  Fate  has  in  it's  pow'r.—- — * 

Yet  thus  belov'd,  thus  loving  to  excels. 
Yet  thus  receiving  and  returning  blifs. 
In  this  great  moment,  in  this  golden  now. 
When  ev'ry  trace  of  what,  or  when,  or  how 
Should  from  my  foul  by  raging  love  be  torn^ 
And  far  on  fwelling  feas  of  rapture  born  ; 
A  melancholy  tear  afflifts  my  eye  ; 
And  my  heart  labours  with  a  fudden  figh  : 
Invading  fears  repel  my  coward  joy  : 
And  ills  forefeen  the  prefent  blifs  deftroy. 

Poor  as  it  is,  this  Beauty  was  the  caufe. 
That  with  firfl:  fighs  your  panting  bofom  rofe : 
But  with  no  owner  Beauty  long  will  ftay. 
Upon  the  wings  of  Time  borae  fwift  away  : 
Pafs  but  fome  fleeting  years,  and  thefe  poor  eyes, 
(Where  now  without  a  boafl  fome  lullre  lies) 

No 
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No  longer  (hall  their  little  honours  keep  j 

Shall  only  be  of  ufe  to  read,  or  weep  : 

And  on  this  forehead,  where  your  verfe  has  faid, 

The  Loves  delighted,  and  the  Graces  play'd  ; 

Infulting  Age  will  trace  his  cruel  way, 

And  leave  fad  marks  of  his  deftrutlive  fway. 

Mov'd  by  my  charms»  with  them  your  love  may 
ceafe. 
And  as  the  fuel  finks,  the  flame  decreafe : 
Or  angry  Heav'n  may  quicker  darts  prepare  ; 
And  Sicknefs  ftrike  what  Time  awhile  would  fpare* 
Then  will  rtiy  fwain  his  glowing  vows  renew ; 
Then  will  his  throbbing  heart  to  mine  beat  true  j 
When  my  own  face  deters  me  from  my  glafs ; 
And  Kneller  only  lliews,  what  Celia  was. 

Fantaftic  fame  may  found  her  wild  alarms : 
Your  country,  as  you  think,  may  want  your  arms. 
You  may  neglert,  or  quench,  or  hate  the  flame, 
Whofe  fmoak  too  long  obfcur'd  your  rifing  name : 
And  quickly  cold  indiff'rence  will  enfue  ; 
When  you  Love's  joys  through  Honour's  optic  view^ 

Then  Celia's  loudeft  pray'r  will  prove  too  weak. 
To  this  abandon'd  breafl:  to  bring  you  back  ; 
When  my  loft  lover  the  tall  fliip  afcends. 
With  mufick  day,  and  wet  with  jovial  friends  : 
The  tender  accents  of  a  woman's  cry 
Will  pafs  unheard,  will  unregarded  die  ; 

When- 
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When  the  rough  feaman's  louder  (houts  prevail ; 
When  fair  occafion  fhows  the  fpringing  gale  ; 
And  Int'reft  guides  the  helm ;  and  Honour  fvvells 
the  fail. 

Some  wretched  lines  from  this  negledied  hand. 
May  find  my  hero  on  the  foreign  ftrand, 
Warm  with  new  fires,  and  pleas'd  with  new  com- 
mand : 

While  fhe  who  wrote  'em,  of  all  joy  bereft. 
To  the  rude  cenfure  of  the  world  is  left; 
Her  mangl'd  fame  in  barb'rous  paftime  loft, 
The  coxcomb's  novel,  and  the  .drunkard's  toaft. 

But  nearer  care  (O  pardon  it  !)   fupplies 
Sighs  to  my  bveaft,  and  fofrow  to  my  eyes. 
Love,  Love  himfelf  (the  only  friend  I  have) 
May  fcorn  his  triumph,  having  bound  his  ilavc 
That  tyrant  god,  that  reftlefs  conqueror 
May  quit  his  pleafure,  to  affert  his  pow'r  ; 
Forfake  the  provinces  that  blefs  his  Avay, 
To  vanquifh  thofe  which  will  not  yet  obey. 

Another  nymph  with  fatal  pow'r  may  rife. 
To  damp  the  finking  beams  of  Celia's  eyes  ; 
With  haughty  pride  may  hear  her  charms  confel!  3 
And  fcorn  the  ardent  vows  that  I  have  blell : 
You  ev'ry  night  may  figh  for  her  in  vain  j 
And  rife  each  morning  to  fome  frelh  difdain  : 
While  Celia's  foftefl  look  may  ceafe  to  charm  j 
And  her  embraces  want  the  pow'r  to  warm  : 
While  thefe  fond  arms,  thus  circling  you,  may  prove 
More  heavy  chains,  and  thofe  of  hopelefs  love. 

Juft 
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Jufl;  Cods  !  all  other  things  their  like  produce  5 
The  vine  arifes  from  her  mother's  juice  : 
When  feeble  plants,  or  tender  flow'rs  decay  j 
They  to  their  feed  their  images  convey  : 
Where  the  old  myrtle  her  good  influence  flieds  j 
Sprigs  of  like  leaf  ereft  their  filial  heads : 
And  when  the  parent-rofe  decays,  and  dies  j 
With  a  refembling  face  the  daughter-buds  arifc. 
That  produil  only  which  our  paffions  bear. 
Eludes  the  planter's  miferable  care  : 
While  blooming  Love  afTures  us  golden  fruit ;       "| 
Some  inborn  poifon  taints  the  fecret  root:  I 

Soon  fall  the  flow'rs  of  joy  j  foon  feeds  of  hatred  \ 
flioot.  ^  -^ 

Say,  fhepherd,  fay,  are  thefe  reflexions  true  ? 
Or  was  it  but  the  woman's  fear,  that  drew 
This  cruel  fcene,  unjufl:  to  Love  and  you  ? 
Will  you  be  only,  and  for  ever  mine  ? 
Shall  neither  time,  nor  age  our  fouls  disjoin  ? 
From  this  dear  bofom  fliall  I  ne'er  be  torn  ? 
Or  you  grow  cold,  refpeftful,  and  forfworn  ? 
And  can  you  not  for  her  you  love  do  more. 
Than  any  youth  for  any  nymph  before  ? 


A    M 
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ODE 

tRESENTED   TO  THE   KING,    ON   HIS   MAJESTy's 
ARRIVAL    IN     HOLLAND, 

AFTER 

THE     Q^U  EEN'S     DEATH. 

M    D   C   X  C  V.  * 

qVtS    DESinERIO   SIT    PUDOR    Aut    MODUS 
TAM    CARI    CAPITIS  ?    PR/ECIPE    LUGUBRES 
CANTUS,    MELPOMENE. 

I. 

XxT  Mary's  tomb,   (fad,  facred  ^lace  !) 

The  vittues  Ihall  their  vigils  keep  : 
And  every  Mufe,  and  every  grace 

In  folemn  ftate  fhall  ever  weep. 
II. 
The  future,  pious,  mournful  faifj 

Oft  as  the  rolling  years  return. 
With  fragrant  wreaths,  and  flowing  hair. 

Shall  vifit  her  diftinguifh'd  urn, 

•  Queen  Mary  died  on  the  l?th  Decertiber,  1694,  in 
t^ie  33d  year  of  hej-  age, 

m.  For 
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in. 

For  her  the  wife  arid  great  fhall  mourn  ; 

When  late  records  her  deeds  repeat : 
Aees  to  come,   and  men  unborn 

Shall  b'lefs  her  name,   and  figh  her  fatev 
IV. 
Fair  Albion  fliall,  with  faithful  truft. 

Her  holy  Queen's  fad  reliques  guard  j 
'Till  Hear'n  awakes  the  precious  duft. 

And  gives  the  faint  her  full  reward, 
V. 
But  let  the  king  difmifa  his  woes, 

Refleding  on  his  fair  renown  ; 
And  take  the  cyprefs  from  his  brows. 

To  put  his  wonted  laurels  on. 
VI. 
1^  preff  by  grief  our  monarch  Hoops  j 

In  vain  the  Britifh  lions  roar: 
If  he,  whofe  hand  fuftain'd  them,  droops. 

The  Belgic  darts  will  wound  no  more. 
VII. 
Embattel'd  princes  wait  the  chief, 

Whofe  voice  fhould  rule,  whofe  arm  fhould  lead; 
And,  in  kind  murmurs,  chide  that  grief. 

Which  hinders  Europe  being  freed. 
VIII. 
The  great  example  they  demand, 

Who  ftill  to  conqueft  led  the  wayj 
Wifhing  him  prefent  to  command, 

As  they  ftand  ready  to  obey.    . 

IX.  They 
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IX. 

They  feek  that  joy,  which  ufed  to  glow. 

Expanded  on  the  hero's  face  ; 
When  the  thick  fquadrons  prefl:  the  foe. 

And  William  led  the  glorious  chace, 
X. 
To  give  the  mourning  nations  joy-, 

Reilore  them  thy  aufpicious  light. 
Great  fun  :  with  radiant  beams  dcflroy 

Thofe  clouds,  which  keep  thee  from  our  fight. 
XI. 
Let  thy  fubllme  meridian  courfe 

For  Mary's  fetting  rays  attone  : 
Our  luftre  with  redoubl'd  force; 

Muft  now  proceed  from  thee  alone. 
XII. 
See,  pious  King,  with  difF'rent  frrife 

Thy  ftruggling  Albion's  bofom  torn  : 
So  much  fhe  fears  for  William's  life, 

That  Mary's  fate  fhe  dare  not  mourn, 
XIII. 
Her  beauty,  in  thy  fofter  half 

Bury'd  and  loft,  ihe  ought  to  grieve ; 
But  let  her  ftrength  iu  thee  be  fafe  : 

And  let  her  weep ;  but  let  her  live. 
XIV. 
Thou,  guardian  angel,  fave  the  land 

From  thy  own  grief,  her  fierceft  foe  j 
Lell  Britain,  refcu'd  by  thy  hand. 

Should  bend  and  fmk  beneath  thy  woe, 

XV.  Her 
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XV. 
Her  former  triumphs  all  ;irc  vain, 

Unlcfs  new  trophies  Hill  be  fought; 
And  hoary  majefty  fuftahi 

The  battles,  which  tliy  youth  has  fought. 
XVI. 
Where  now  is  all  that  fearful  love, 

Which  made  her  hate  the  war's  alarms  ? 
That  foft  cxcefs,  with  which  fhe  ftrove 

To  keep  her  hero  in  her  arms  ? 
XVII. 
While  ftill  flie  chid  the  coming  fpring. 

Which  call'd  him  o'er  his  fubjeft  fcas  : 
While,  for  the  fafety  of  the  king. 

She  wifh'd  the  viftor's  glory  lefa. 

xxm. 

*Tis  chang'd  ;  'tis  gone  :   fad  Britain  now 

Haftens  her  lord  to  foreign  wars  : 
Happy,  if  toils  may  break  his  woe  j 

Or  danger  may  divert  his  cares. 
XIX, 
In  martial  din  ihe  dro.wns  her  fighs. 

Left  he  the  rifing  grief  ihould  hear  : 
She  pulls  her  helmet  o'er  her  eyes, 

Left  he  fliould  fee  the  falling  tear. 
XX. 
Go,  mighty  prince,  let  France  be  taught, 

How  conftant  minds  by  grief  are  try'd  ; 
Hew  great  the  land,  that  wept  and  fought, 

V  hen  William  led,  and  Mary  dy'd. 

XXL  Fierce 
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XXI. 
I^ierce  in  the  battle  make  it  known. 

Where  death  with  all  his  darts  is  fcen, 
That  he  can  touch  thy  heart  with  none, 

But  that  which  ftruck  the  beauteous  queen. 
XXIl. 
Belgia  indulg'd  her  open  grief, 

While  yet  her  mafter  was  not  near; 
With  fullen  pride  refns'd  relief, 

And  fat  obdurate  in  defpair. 
XXIII. 
As  waters  from  her  lluices,  flow'd 

Unbounded  forrow  from  her  eyes  : 
To  earth  her  bended  front  flie  bow'd. 

And  fent  her  wailings  to  the  Ikies. 

xxrv. 

But  when  her  anxious  lord  return'd; 

Rais'd  is  her  head  ;  her  eyes  are  dry'd  : 
She  fmiles,  as  William  ne'er  had  mourn'd  ; 

She  looks,  as  Mary  ne'er  had  dy'd. 
XXV. 
That  freedom  which  aH  forrows  claim. 

She  does  for  thy  content  refign  : 
Her  piety  itfelf  would  blame  ; 

If  her  regrets  lliould  waken  thine, 
XXVI. 
To  cure  thy  woe,  fhe  ftews  thy  fame  j 

Left  the  great  mourner  fhould  forget. 
That  ail  the  race,  whence  Orange  came. 

Made  Virtue  triiimph  over  Fate. 

Vol.  I,  F  XXVII.  Willlaio 


£4  POEMS        OF 

XXVII. 
tVIlIiam  his  country's  caufe  could  fight. 
And  with  his  blood  her  freedom  feal  : 
Maurice  and  Henry  guard  that  right. 
For  which  their  pious  parents  fell. 
XXVllI. 
How  heroes  fife,  how  patriots  fet. 

Thy  father's  bloonv  and  death  may  tell : 
Excelling  others  thcfe  were  great : 
Thou,  greater  ftill,  muft  thefe  excell. 
XXIX. 
The  laft  fair  inftance  thou  mull  give, 

Whence  Naflau's  virtue  can  be  try'd  ; 
And  fhew  the  world,  that  thou  can'll  live. 
Intrepid,  as  thy  confort  dy'd. 
XXX. 
Thy  virtue,  Whofe  rcfilllefs  force 
No  dire  event  could  every  ii:ay. 
Mull  carry  on  it's  deftin'd  courfe  ; 

Though  Death  and  Envy  ftop  the  way. 
XXXI. 
For  Britain's  fake,  for  Belgia's,  live  : 

Pierc'd  by  their  grief  forget  thy  own  : 
New  toils  endure  ;  new  con.|ucrt  give  ; 

And.  bring  them  eafe,  though  thou  haft  none. 
XXXII. 
Vanquifh  again  ;  though  fiie  be  gone, 

Whofe  garland  crown'd  the  victor's  hair  : 
And  reign  ;  though  fhe  has  left  the  throne, 
Wlio  made  thy  glory  worth  thy  care. 

XXXIII.  Fair 
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xxxiir. 

Fair  Britain  never  yet  before 

Breath'd  to  her  king  a  ufelefs  pray'r ; 
Fond  Belgia  never  did  implore, 

While  William  turn'd  averfe  his  ear* 
XXXIV. 
But  (hould  the  weeping  hero  now 

Relentltfs  to  their  wifhes  prove  ; 
Should  he  recall,  with  pleafing  woe, 

The  objeft  of  his  grief  and  love  ; 
XXXV. 
Her  face  with  thoufand  beauties  bleft. 

Her  mind  with  thoufand  virtues  ftor'dj 
Her  pow'r  with  boundlefs  joy  confeft. 

Her  perfon  only  not  ador'd  : 
XXXVL 
Yet  ought  his  forrow  to  be  checkt ; 

Yet  ought  his  paffions  to  abate  : 
If  the  great  mourner  would  refleft. 

Her  glory  in  her  death  compleat*. 
XXXVII. 
She  was  Inflrufted  to  command. 

Great  king>  by  long  obeying  thee  s 
Her  fcepter,  guided  by  thy  hand, 

Preferv'd  the  iiles,  and  rul'd  the  fea^ 
XXXVIII. 
But  oh  !  'twas  little,  that  her  life 

O'er  earth  and  water  bears  thy  fame : 
In  death,  'twas  worthy  William's  wife* 
'     Amidft  the  ftars  to  fix  his  name. 

F  2  XXXIX.  Be- 
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XXXIX. 
Beyond  where  matter  moves,  or  place 

Receives  it's  forms,  thy  virtues  row! : 
From  Mary's  glory,  angels  trace 

The  beauty  of  her  part'ner's  foul. 
XL. 
Wife  Fate,  which  does  it's  Heav'n  decree 

To  heroes,  when  they  yield  their  breath, 
Hallens  thy  triumph.     Half  of  tKee 

Is  deify 'd  before  thy  death. 
XLI. 
Alone  to  thy  renown  'tis  giv'n. 

Unbounded  through  all  worlds  to  go  t 
"While  fhe,  great  faint,  rejoices  Heav'n  y 

And  thou  fullain'il  the  orb  below. 
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E  T  'em  cenfure  :  wliat  care  I  ? 
The  herd  of  criticks  I  defy. 
Let  the  wretches  know,  I  write 
Regardlefi  of  their  grace,  or  fpight. 
No,  no  :  the  fair,  the  gay,  the  youn^' 
Govern  the  numbers  of  my  Song. 
All  that  they  approve  is  fweet : 
And  all  is  fenfe,  that  they  repeat. 

Bid  the  warbling  Nine  retire  : 
Venus,  ftring  thy  fervant's  lyre  : 
Love  fhall  be  my  endlefs  theme  : 
Pieafure  Ihall  triumph  over  fame  : 
And  when  thcfe  maxims  I  decline, 
Apollo,  m.ay  thy  fate  be  mine  : 
May  I  grafp  at  empty  praife  ; 
And  lofp  the  nymph,  to  gain  the  bays. 
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A      N 

ODE, 

I, 

1  H  E  merchant,  to  fecure  his  treafure. 
Conveys  it  in  a  borrow'd  name  : 
J^uphelia  ferves  to  grace  my  meafure ; 
B-ut  Cloe  is  my  real  flame, 

II. 
My  fofteft  verfe,  -fey  darling  lyre     '^^w 

Upon  Euphelia's  toylet  lay  ; 
When  Cloe  noted  her  defire, 

That  I  (hould  fing,  that  I  fliould^Iay. 
IIL 
My  lyre  I  tune,  my  voice  I  raife  ; 

But  with  my  numbers  mix  my  fighs  : 
And  whilft  I  fing  Euphelia's  praife, 
I  fix  my  foul  on  Cloe's  eyes. 
IV. 
Fair  Cloe  blufh'd  :  Euphelia  frown'd  : 

I  Tung  and  gaz'd  :  I  play'd  and  trembl'd, 
And  Venus  to  the  Loves  around 

Remark'd,  how  ill  we  all  dilTembl'd. 
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SUR      LA       PRISE 

D        E  N        A        M        U        K, 

par    les    armes     du     roy, 
l'annee    mdcxcii, 

par  monsieur  boileau  pesprfiaux, 


A       N 

ENGLISH      BALLAD, 

o  n      T  H  E 

TAKING      OF       NAMUR, 

BY        THE 

KING       OF       GREAT       BRITAJN, 

M  D  C  X  C  V. 
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ODE 

SUR      LA      PRISE 

D        E  N        A        M        U        R, 

PAR      L,ES      ARMES     DU      ROY, 
l'     ANNEE     mdcxcii. 
PAR     MONSIEUR     BOILEAU     DESPREAUX, 
I. 

UELLE  dode  &  fahite  vvrefTa 


Aujourd'  huy  me  fait  la  loy  ? 
Chaftes  nymphes  du  permefie, 
N'eft-ce  pas  vous  que  je  voy  ? 
Accourez,   troupe  f^avante  r 
Des  fons  que  ma  lyre  enfante  j 
Ces  arbres  font  rejoiiis  : 
Marquez  en  bien  la  cadence  : 
En  vous,  vents,  faites  filence  : 
Je  vais  parler  de  Louis. 


11.  Pans 
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AN 

ENGLISH      BALLAD, 

ON      THE 

TAKING      OF      NAMUR, 

BY       THE 

KING     OF     GREAT    BRITAIN. 

M  D  C  X  C  V. 
DULCE    EST    DE3IPERE    IN     LOCO.* 
I.    &  11. 

O  O  M  E  folks  are  drunk,  yet  do  not  know  it : 

So  might  not  Bacchus  give  you  law  ? 
Was  it  a  Mufe,  O  lofty  Poet, 

Or  virgin  of  St.  Cyr,   you  faw  ? 
Why  all  this  fury  ?    What's  the  jnatter. 

That  oaks  nriuft  come  from  I'hrace  to  dance? 
Mull  fcupid  Itocks  be  taught  to  flatter? 

And  is  there  no  fuch  wood  in  France  ? 
Why  mull:  the  winds  all  hold  their  tono-ue  ? 

If  they  a  little  breath  Ihould  raife  : 
Would  that  have  fpoiled  the  Poet's  fong ; 

Or  pufF'd  away  the  monarch's  praife  ? 

Pindar 

*  Tliis  Ballad  received  great  alterations  after  the  firft 
edition  of  it.     The  taking  of  Naimir  by  the  French  in  the 
year  1692,  and  the  retaking  it  by  the  Engiifli  in    the  year 
J 695,  were  confidcrcci  by  each  nation  as  events  which  con- 
tributed 


«2  POEMS        OF 

II. 

Dans  fes  chanfons  Immortelles, 
Comme  nn  aigle  audacieux, 
Pindare  etendant  fes  aifles, 
Fuit  loin  des  vulgaires  yeux. 
Mais,  6  ma  fidele  lyre. 
Si,  dans  I'ardeur  qui  m'infpire. 
Tu  peux  fuivre  mes  traafports; 
Les  chefnes  de  monts  de  Thrace 
N'ont  rien  oiii,  que  ne'eiFace 
La  douceur  de  tes  accords. 

III. 

Eft-ce  Apollon  &  Neptune, 
Qui  far  ces  rocs  fourcilleux 
Ont,  compagnons  de  fortune, 
Bafti  ces  murs  orgueilleux  ? 
De  leur  enceinte  fameufe 
La  Sambre  unie  a  la  Meufe, 
Defend  le  fatal  abord  ; 
Et  par  cent  bouches  horribles 
L'airain  fur  ces  monts  terribles 
Vomit  le  fer,  &  la  mort. 

tribvited  to  ralfe  the  honour  and  reputation  of  the  reflec- 
tive kingdoms.  Both  fieges  were  carried  on  by  the  rival 
monaichs  in  perfon,  and  the  fuccefs  of  each  was  celebrated 
by  the  bed  writers  of  the  times.  It  may  be  doubted  whe- 
ther there  ever  was  a  burlefqiie  more  ac  recably  or  happily 
executed  than  this  by  our  excellent  countryman. 

Di< 
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Pindar,  that  eagle,  mounts  the  fkies : 

While  Virtue  leads  the  noble  way  : 
Too  like  a  vulture  Boileau  flies. 

Where  fordid  Int'reft  fhews  the  prey. 
When  once  the  Poet's  honour  ceafes. 

From  reafon  far  his  tranfports  rove  : 
And  Boileau,   for  eight  hundred  pieces. 

Makes  Louis  take  the  wall  of  Jove. 

III. 

Neptune  and  Sol  came  from  above, 

Shap'd  like  Megrigny  and  Vauban  :  f 
They  armed  thefe  rocks ;  then  Ihow'd  old  Jove 

Of  Marli  wood,  the  wond'rous  plan. 
Such  walls,  thefe  three  wife  gods  agreed. 

By  human  force  could  ne'er  be  fhaken  : 
gut  you  and  I  in  Homer  read 

Of  gods,  as  well  as  men,  miftaken. 
Sambre  and  Macfe  their  waves  may  join  ; 

But  r^'?r  can  William's  force  reitrain  ; 
He'll  pafs  them  both,  who  pafs'd  the  Boyn  :  * 

Remember  this  and  arm  the  Scin. 

f  Two  celebrated  engineers, 

*  In  the  year  1690,  rotwithftanding  numberlefs  diffi- 
culties, this  famous  pafl^age  of  the  river  brought  on  a  ge- 
reral  engagement,  which  entirely  deftroyed  the  power  of 
King  James,  and  put  an  end  to  every  hope  of  fuccefs,  which 
Ik  had  before  entertained  from  his  expedition  to  Ireland. 

IV.  Full 
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.IV. 
DIx  mille  valllans  Alcides 
Les  bordant  de  toutes  paj-ts,^ 
D'  eclair  au  loin  homicides 
Font  petillcr,  lears  reniparts  : 
Et  dans  fon  Tein  infidele 
Par  tout  la  terre  y  recele 
Un  feu  preft  a  s'elancer, 
Qui  foudain  per^ant  fon  goufre, 
Ouvre  un  fepulclire  de  foufre, 
Ji  quiconq^ue  ofe  avanccr. 

V. 

Kamur,  devant  tes  murailles 
Jadis  la  Grcce  eud  vingt  ana 
Sans  fruit  veu  les  funerailles 
De  fes  plus  ficrs  combattans. 
Quelle  effioyable  Puillance 
Aujourd'huy  pourtant  s'avance, 
Prefte  a  foudroycr  tes  rr;ont-;  ? 
Quel  bruit,  quel  feu  rcnvironne  ? 
Ceil  Jupiter  en  perfonne  ; 
Ou  c'ell:  le  vainqueur  de  Mens. 

vr. 

N'en  doute  point :   c'ell  luy-mefme. 
Tout  brille  en  luy ;    tout  eft  roy. 
"pans  Bruxelles  Naflau  bleme 
Ccmaience  a.  trembler  pour  toy. 


Eji 
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IV. 
Full  fifteen  thoufand  lufty  fellows 

With  fire  and  fword  th6  fort  maintain  ; 
Each  was  a  Hercules,  you  tell  us, 

Yet  out  they  march'dlJiike  common  men. 
Cannons  above,   and  mines  below. 

Did  death  and  tombs  for  foes  contrive? 
Yet  matters  have  been  order'd  fo. 
That  nioft  of  us  are  Hill  alive. 
■  V. 
If  Namur  be  compar'd  to  Troy  ; 

Then  Britain's  boys  excell'd  the  Greeks  ? 
Their  fiege  did  ten  long  years  employ  ; 

We've  done  our  bus'nefs  in  ten  weeks. 
What  godhead  does  fo  fall:  advance. 

What  dreadful  pow'r  thofe  hills  to  gain  .* 
'Tis  little  Will,  the  fcourge  bf  France  ; 

No  Godhead  but  the  firfl  of  men. 
His  mortal  arm  exerts  the  pow'r  ' 

To  keep  ev'n  Mons's  viftor  under  :  f 
And  that  fame  jupiter  no  more 

Shall  fright  the  v/orld  with  impious  thunder, 
VI. 
Our  king  thus  trembles  at  Namur, 

Whilft  Villeroy,  who  never  afraid  is,  * 
To  Bruxelles  marches  on  fecure, 

To  bomb  the  monks  and  fcare  the  ladies. 

•f   Mens  furrenciered  to  Louis  XIV.  lo  April,  1691. 

*  Willie  King  William  was  carrying  on  the  fieg^e  of  Na- 
mur, Maiflial  Villeroy,  in  order  to  compel  him  to  lelinquiftk 
tiiatdefign,  marched  to  Brulleli  and  bombarded  that  town. 

After 
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En  vain  II  volt  le  Batave, 
Deformais  docile  Efclave, 
Range  Sous  fes  etendars  : 
En  vain  au  Lion  Belgique 
II  voit  Talgle  Germanique 
Uni  fous  les  leopards. 

VII. 
Plein  de  la  frayeur  nouvelle, 
Dont  fes  fens,  font  agites, 
A  fon  fecours  il  appelle 
Les  peuples  les  plus  vantez. 
Ceux  la  viennent  du  rivage, 
Ou  s'enorgueillit  le  Tage 
De  I'or,  qui  roule  en  fes  eaux  ; 
Ceux-ci  des  champs,  ou  la  neige 
Des  marais  de  la  norvege 
Neuf  mois  couvre  les  rofeaux. 

vin. 

Mais  qui  fait  enfler  la  Sambre  ? 
Sous  les  Jumeaux  efFra/^z, 
Des  froids  torrens  de  Decembre 
Les  champs  par  tout  font  noyez. 
Ceres  s'enfuit,  eploree 
De  voir  en  proye  a  Boree 
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After  this  glorious  expedition, 

One  battle  makes  the  marfhal  great : 
He  mull  perform  the  king's  coinmifTion  ; 

Who  knows,  but  Orange  may  retreat  ? 
Kings  are  allow'd  to  feign  the  gout. 

Or  be  prevail'd  with  not  to  fight : 
And  mighty  Louis  liop'd,  no  doubt, 

That  William  would  preferve  that  right. 
VII. 
From  Seyn  and  Loyre,   to  Rhone  and  Po, 

See  ev'ry  mother's  fon  appear: 
In  fuch  a  cafe  ne'er  blame  a  foe, 

If  he  betrays  fome  little  fear. 
He  comes,  the  mighty  Villeroy  comes  ; 

Finds  a  fmall  river  in  his  way  : 
So  waves  his  colours,  beats  his  drums  ; 

And  thinks  it  prudent  there  to  ftay.  • 
The  Gallic  troops  breathe  blood  and  war. 

The  Marfhal  cares  not  to  march  fafter ; 
Poor  Vili'roy  moves  fo  flowly  here, 

We  fancy'd  all,  it  was  his  mafter. 
VIII. 
Will  no  kind  flood,  no  friendly  rain 

Difguife  the  Marfhal's  plain  difgrace  : 
No  torrents  fwell  the  low  Mehayne  ? 

The  world  will  fay,  he  durll  not  pafs. 
Why  will  no  Hyades  appear. 

Dear  Poet,  on  the  banks  of  Sambre  ? 
Juft  as  they  did  that  mighty  year. 

When  you  turn'd  June  into  December. 

Tke 
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Ses  guerets  d'epics  chargez, 
Et  fous  les  urnes  fangeufcs 
I)es  Hyades  oraguefes 
Tous  fes  trel&rs  fubmergez. 

IX. 

Deployez  toutes  vos  rages, 
Princes,  vents,  peuples,    frimatsj 
Ramaflez  tous  vos  nuages  ; 
Raffemblez  tous  vos  foldats. 
Malgre  vous  Namur  en  poudre 
S'en  va  tomber  fous  la  foudre 
Qui  domta  Lille,   courtray, 
Gand  la  fuperbe  efpagnole, 
Saint  Omer,    Bezan^on,  Dole, 
Yprcs,  Maftricht,  &  Cambray. 

X. 

Mas  prefages  s'accGmplifTent : 
II  commence  a  clian-celer  : 
Sous  les  coups  qui  retentifleat 
Ses  murs  s'en  vont  s'ecrouier. 
Mars  en  feu  qui  les  domine, 
Souffle  a  grand  bruit  leur  ruine, 
Et  les  bonibes  dans  ks  airs 
Allant  chercher  le  tonnere 
Semblent  tombant  fur  la  terre, 
Vouloirs  s'ouvrir  les  enfcrs. 


XI.   Accourcs:, 
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The  Water-nympTis  are  too  unkind 

To  Vill'roy  ;    are  the  Land-nymphs  fo  ? 

And  fly  they  all,  at  once  combin'd 
To  fhame  a  general,    and  a  beau  ? 

Truth,    Juftlce,    Senfe,    Religion,    Fame, 

May  join  to  finilh  William's  ilory  : 
Nations  fet  free  may  blefs  his  name  ; 

And  France  in  fecret  own  his  glory. 
But  Ypres,    Mseftricht,  and  Cambray, 

Befancon,    Ghent,    St.  Omers,    Liile, 
Courtray,    and  Dole ye  criticks,  fay. 

How  poor  to  this  was  Pindar's  ftile  ! 
With  eh's  and  aI/o''s  tack  thy  ftrain,  ■ 

Great  bard  ;    and  fing  the  deathlefs  prince. 
Who  loft  Namur  the  fame  campaign. 

He  bought  Dixmude,    and  plunder'd  Dcynfe. 
X. 
I'll  hold  ten  pound  my  dream  Is  out : 

I'd  tell  it  you,  but  for  the  rattle 
Of  thofe  confounded  drums  ;    no  doubt 

Yon'  bloody  rogues  intend  a  battle. 
Dear  me  1  a  hundred  thoufand  French 

With  terror  fill  the  neighb'ring  field  ; 
While  William  carries  on  the  trench. 

Till  both  the  town  and  caille  yield. 
Vill'roy  to  Boufflers  fhould  advance. 

Says  Mars,  through  cannons  mouths  in  fire; 
/</  ejl,    one  marefchal  cf  France 

Tells  t'  other,    he  can  come  no  nigher. 
Vol.  I.  G  XI.  Regala 
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XI. 
Accourez,  NafTau,   Baviere, 
De  ces  mars  I'unique  efpoir  : 
A  couvert  d'une  rivier- 
Venez  :   voas  pouvez  tout  voir. 
Corifide?ez  ces  approches : 
Voyez  grimper  fur  ces  roches 
Ces  athletes  bslliqueux; 
Et  dans  les  eaux,   dans  la  flame^ 
Louis  a  tout  donnant  rr.me. 
Marcher,  courir  avec  eux. 

xnr. 

Contemplez  dans  la  tempefle,' 
Qui  fort  de  ces  boulevar.s, 
La  plume  qui  fur  fa  tefte 
Attire  tous  les  regards. 
A  cet  aftre  redoutable 
Toujours  un  fort  favorable 
S'attache  dans  les  combats  : 
Et  toujours  avec  la  gloire 
Mars  amenant  la  viftoire 
Vole,  &  le  fuit  a  grands  pas, 

XIII. 
Grands  deffenfeurs  de  I'Efpagne, 
Montrez-vous :  il  en  eft  temps  ; 
Courage  ;  vers  la  Mahagne 
Voila  vos  drapeaux  flottans. 
Jamais  fes  ondes  craintives 
N'ont  veu  fur  leurs  foibles  rives 
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XI. 

Regain  the  lines  the  fliorteft  way, 

ViU'roy  ;    or  to  Verrailles  take  poll ; 
For,   having  feen  it,   thou  canfl  fay 

The  fteps,    by  which  Namur  was  loft. 
The  fmoke  and  flame  may  vex  thy  fight : 

Look  not  once  back  :  but  "as  thou  goeft. 
Quicken  the  fquadrons  in  their  flight ; 

And  bid  the  d 1  take  the  flowed. 

Think  not  what  reafon  to  produce, 

From  Louis  to  conceal  thy  fear  : 
He'll  own  the  ftrength  of  thy  excufe  ; 

Tell  him  that  Vv^illiam  was  but  there. 

XII. 
Now  let  us  look  for  Louis'  feather. 

That  us'd  to  fliine  fo  like  a  ftar : 
The  gen'rals  could  not  get  together. 

Wanting  that  influence,    great  in  war, 
O  Poet  1    thou  had'ft  been  difcreeter. 

Hanging  the  monarch's  hat  fo  high  ; 
If  thou  had'ft  dubb'd  thy  ftar  a  meteor, 

That  did  but  blaze,    and  rove,    and  die. 

XIII. 

To  animate  the  doubtful  fight, 

Namur  in  vain  expefts  that  ray  ; 
In  vain  France  hopes,    the  fickly  light 

Should  fliine  near  William's  fuller  day, 

G  2  It 
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Tant  de  guerries  s'amafTer. 
Courez  done  :   qui  vous  retarde  ? 
Tout  I'univers  vous  regarde. 
N'ofez  vous  la  traveiTer  ? 

XIV. 

Loin  de  fermer  le  paffage 

A  vos  nombreux  bataillons, 

Luxembourg  a  du  riva'j:e 

Recule  fes  pavilions. 

Quoy  ?  leur  feul  afpeft  vous  glace  ? 

Ou  font  ces  chefs  pleins  d'audace, 

Jadis  fi  prompts  a  marcher. 

Qui  devoient  de  la  Tamife, 

Kt  de  la  Drave  foumifc, 

Jufq'a  Paris  nous  chercher  ? 

XV. 

Cependant  I'efFroy  redouble 

Sur  les  reraparts  de  Namur 

Son  governeur  qui  fe  trouble 

S'enfuit  feus  fon  dernier  mur.    ' 

Deja  jufques  a  fes  portes 

Je  voy  monter  nos  cohortes. 

La  flame  &  le  fer  en  main  : 

Et  fur  les  monceaux  de  piques, 

De  corps  morts,  de  rocs,  de  briques, 

S'ouvrir  un  laroe  chemin. 
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It  knows  Verfailles,    it's  proper  ilation  ; 

Nor  cares  for  any  foreign  fphere  : 
Where  you  fee  Boileau's  conftellation, 

Be  fure  no  danger  can  be  near. 

XIV. 
The  French  had  gather'd  all  their  force ; 

And  William  met  them  in  their  way  : 
Yet  oft  they  brufh'd,    both  foot  and  horfe. 

What  has  friend  Boileau  left  to  fay? 
When  his  high  Mufe  is  bent  upon't. 

To  fing  her  king — that  great  commander, 
Or  on  the  fhores  of  Hellefpont, 

Or  in  the  valleys  near  Scamander  ; 
Would  it  not  fpoil  his  noble  tafk. 

If  any  foolifh  Phrygian  there  is. 
Impertinent  enough  to  afk. 

How  far  Namur  may  be  from  Paris, 

XV. 
Two  ftanzas  more  before  we  end. 

Of  death,  pikes,  rocks,  arms,  bricks,  and  fire  J 
Leave  them  behind  you,  honeft  friend : 

And  with  your  countrymen  retire. 
Your  ode  is  fpoilt ;    Namur  is  freed  ; 

For  Dixmuyd  fomething  yet  is  due  : 
So  good  Count  Guifcard  may  proceed  ;  * 

But  Boufflers,  Sir,  one  word  with  you 

*  Count  Guifcard  was  commander  of  the  town  of  Na- 
mur.    Marflial  Boufflers  of  the  caftle  there. 
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XVI. 
C'en  eft  fait.     Je  viens  d'entendre 
Sur  ces  Rochers  eperdus 
Battre  un  fignal  pour  fe  rendre  : 
Le  feu  cefle.     lis  font  rendus. 
Depouillez  votre  arrogance, 
Fiers  ennemis  de  la  France, 
Et  deformais  gracieux, 
AUez  a  Liege,  a  Bruxelles, 
Porter  les  humbles  nouvelles 
De  Namur  pris  a  vos  veux, 


When 
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XVI. 
*Tis  done.     In  fight  of  thefe  commanders. 

Who  neither  fight,  nor  raife  the  fiege. 
The  foes  of  France  march  fafe  through  Flanders  ; 

Divide  to  Bruxelles,  or  to  Liege. 
Send,   Fame,    this  news  to  Trianon, 

That  Boufflers  may  new  honours  gain  : 
He  the  fame  play  by  land  has  fhewn, 

As  Tourville  did  upon  the  main.  * 
Yet  is  the  Marfhal  made  a  peer ! 

O  William,  may  thy  arras  advance  ; 
That  he  may  lofe  Dinant  next  year, 

And  fo  be  conltable  of  France. 

*  M.  de  Tourville  was  commander  of  the  French  fqua- 
dion  which  engaged  Admiral  Ruflell  in  1692,  off  La 
Hogue, 
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PRESENTED 

TO        THE        KING, 

AT  HIS 

ARRIVAL    IN     HOLLAND, 

AFTERTHE 

DISCOVERY      OF     THE      CONSPIRACY* 

M  D  C  X  C  V  I. 

SERUS    IN    COELUM    REDEAS  ;     DIUqUE 
L^TUS    IN'TERSIS    POPULO    QUIRINI  : 
NEVE    TE    NOSTKIS    VITUS    INXqUUM 
OCIOR    AURA 

TOLLAT-'  Hor.  ad  Auguftuiij, 

1  E  careful  angels,  whom  eternal  Fate 
Ordains,  on  earth  and  human  afts  to  wait ; 
Who  turn  with  fecret  power  this  reftlefs  ball, 
And  bid  predeilin'd  empires  rife  and  fall  : 
Your  facred  aid  religious  monarchs  own ; 
When  iirft  they  merit,  then  afcend  the  throne ; 

•  This  confpiracy  is  generally  calltd  the  Afisnination 
Plot.  Sir  John  Fenwick  was  executed  for  being  concern- 
ed in  it. 

But 
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But  tyrants  dread  ye,    le*l:  your  iull:  decree 
Transfer  the  power,   and  fet  the  people  free  : 
See  refcu'd  Britain  at  your  altars  bow  : 
And  hear  her  hymns  your  happy  care  avow : 
That  ftill  her  axes  and  her  rods  fuppcrt 
The  judge's  frown,  and  grace  the  awful  court : 
That  law  with  all  her  pc  mpous  terror  ftands. 
To  wreft  the  dagger  from  the  traitor's  hands  ; 
And  rigid  julllce  reads  the  fatal  word  ; 
Poifes  the  balance  frll,  then  draws  the  fword. 

Britain  her  fafety  to  your  guidance  owns. 
That  file  can  fep'rate  paTicides  from  fons ; 
That,  impious  rage  d'farm'd,  Ihe  lives  and  reigns. 
Her  freedom  kept  by  him,  who  broke  her  chains.' 

And  thou,  great  minilfer,  above  the  reft 
Of  guardian  Spirits,  be  thou  for  ever  blcit: 
Thbu,  who  of  old  wert  fent  to  [frael's  court. 
With  fecret  aid  great  David's  itrong  fupport; 
To  mock  the  frantick  rage  of  cruel  Saul, 
And  ilrike  the  ufelefs  javelin  to  the  v/all. 
Thy  later  care  o'er  William's  temples  held. 
On-Boyne's  propitious  banks,  the  heav'nly  ihield; 
When  power  divine  did  fovereign  right  declare ;. 
And  cannons  mark'd,  whom  they  were  bid  to  fpare. 

Still,  bleffed  angel,   be  thy  care  the  fame  ; 
Be  William's  life  untouch'd,  as  is  his  fame: 
Let  htm  own  thine,   ac  Britain  owns  his  hand:     .    , 
Save  thou  the  king,  as  he  has  fav'd  the  land. 

We  angels  forms  in  pious  monarchs  view  ; 
We -reverence  William;  fcr  he  ads  like  youj 

Like 
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Like  you,  commiffion'd  to  chaftife  and  blefs. 
He  muft  avenge  the  world,  and  give  it  peace. 

Indulgent  Fate  our  potent  prayer  receives  ; 
And  ftill  Britannia  fmiles,  and  William  lives  j 
The  hero  dear  to  earth,  by  heaven  belov'd, 
By  troubles  muft  be  vex'd,  by  dangers  prov'd: 
His  foes  muft  aid  to  make  his  fame  compleat. 
And  fix  his  throne  fecure  on  their  defeat. 

So,  though  with  fudclen  rage  the  tempeft  comes; 
Though  the  winds  roar;  and  though  the  water  foamsj 
Imperial  Britain  on  the  fea  looks  down. 
And  fmiling  fees  her  rebel  fubjeft  frown  : 
Striking  her  clifF,  the  ftorm  confirms  her  pow'r  ; 
The  wavco  but  whiten  her  triumphant  fhore  : 
In  vain  they  v.'ould  advance,  in  vain  retreat : 
Broken  they  dalTi,  and  pcriih  at  her  feet. 

For  William  ftiil  nev/  wonders  fliall  be  Ihown  : 
The  powers  that  refcued,  (hall  preferve  the  throne. 
Safe  on  his  darling  Britain's  joyful  fea. 
Behold,  the  monarch  ploughs  his  liquid  way  : 
His  fleets  in  thunder  through  the  v/orld  declare, 
Whofe  empire  they  obey,  whofe  arms  they  bear. 
Blefs'd  by  afpiring  winds,  he  finds  the  ftrand 
Blacken'd  with  clouds ;   he  fees  the  nations  ftand 
BleiTing  his  fafcty,  proud  of  his  command. 
In  various  tongues  he  hears  the  captains  dwell 
On  their  great  leader's  praife,  by  turns  they  tell, 
And  liften,  each  with  emulous  glory  fir'd. 
How  William  conquer'd,  and  how  France  retir'd ; 

Hovf 
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How  Belgia  freed  the  hero's  arm  confefs'd, 
But  trembled  for  the  courage  which  Ihe  blefs'd, 

O  Louis,  from  this  great  example  know. 
To  be  at  once  a  hero,  and  a  foe : 
By  founding  trumpets,  hear,  and  rattling  drums. 
When  William  to  the  open  vengeance  comes : 
And  fee  the  foldier  plead  the  monarch's  right. 
Heading  his  troops,   and  foremoft  in  the  fight. 

Hence  then,  clofe  Ambuih  and  perfidious  War, 
Down  to  your  native  feats  of  Night  repair. 
And  thou,  Bellona,  weep  thy  cruel  pride 
Reftrain'd,  behind  the  vidlor's  chariot  ty'd 
In  brazen  knots,  and  everlafting  chains. 
(So  Europe's  peace,  fo  William's  fate  ordains.) 
While  on  the  ivory  chair  in  happy  ftate 
He  fits,  fecure  in  innocence,  and  great 
In  regal  clemency;  and  views  beneath 
Averted  darts  of  rage,  and  pointlefs  arms  of  death. 


T   • 
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T       O 

C    L    O     E        WEEPING. 

*^  E  E,  whilft  thou  weep'ft,  fair  Cloe,  fee 
The  world  in  fympathy  with  thee. 
The  chearful  birds  no  longer  fing, 
Each  droops  his  head,  and  hangs  his  wing. 
The  clouds  have  bent  their  bofom  lower. 
And  llied  their  forrows  in  a  fliower. 
The  brooks  beyond  their  limits  flow; 
And  louder  murmurs  fpeak  their  woe. 
The  nymphs  and  fwains  adopt  thy  cares  : 
They  heave  thy  fighs,  and  weep  thy  tears. 
Fantaftic  nymph  !   that  grief  fhould  move 
Thy  heart  obdurate  againft  Love. 
Strange  tears  !  whofe  power  can  foften  all. 
But  that  dear  breaft  on  which  they  fall. 
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*n    Mill  Mil  II 

T       O 

MR.        HOWARD 

A       N 

ODE. 

I. 


D 


EAR  Howard,  from  the  foft  afTaults  of  Love, 
Poets  and  painters  never  are  fecure ; 
Can  I  untouch'd  the  fair  ones  pa'Tions  move  ? 
Or  thoa  drav/  beauty,  and  not  feel  its  pow'r? 

To 

•  **  Hugh  Hov/arc?,  better  known  by  ti.efe  beautiful 
'  verfes  to  him,  than  by  his  own  works,  was  fon  of  Ralpl\ 
'  Howard,  doctor  of  phyfick,  and  was  born  in  Dublin, 
'  February  7,  1O75,  His  father  being  driven  from  Ire- 
'  land  by  the  troubles  that  followed  the  Revolution, 
'  brought  the  Hd  to  England,  who  difcovering  a  difpofi- 
'  tion  to  the  aits  and  Belles  I.ettrts,  was  fent  to  travel  in 
'  I'ig;  j   and,  in  his  way  to  Italy,  patT*-d  through  Holland 

*  in  the  train  of  Thomas  Eari  of  Pen. broke,  one  of  the 
'  plenipotentiaries  at  the  treaty  cf  RyA\  ick.  Mr.  Howard 
'  proceeded  as  he  had,  intended,  and  having  vifited  France 

*  and  Italy,  returned  home  in  Oflober,    1700. 

"  Soriie    years   he  paffed   in   Dublin  :    the  greateft  snd 
*'  latter  part  of  liis  life  he  (pent  entirely  in  England,  prac- 

"  lifing 
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II. 

To  great  Apelles  when  young  Ammon  brought  * 
The  darling  idol  of  his  captive  heart ; 

And  the  pleas'd  nymph  with  kind  attention  fat. 
To  have  her  charms  recorded  by  his  art : 

tifing  painting,  at  leaft  with  applaufe  5  but  having  in- 
gratiated himfelf  by  his  fame  and  knowledge  of  lands 
with  men  of  the  firft  rank,  particularly  the  Duke  of 
Devonfhire  and  Lord  Pembroke,  and  by  a  parfimonlous 
management  of  his  good  fortune,  and  of  what  he  received 
witli  his  wife,  he  was  enabled  to  quit  the  praiSlical  part 
of  his  profeflion  for  the  laft  twenty  years  of  his  life  ;  the 
former  peer  having  obtained  for  him  the  poftsof  Keeper 
of  the  State  Papers,  and  Pay-Mafter  of  his  Majefty's 
Palaces.  In  this  pleafing  fituation  he  amufed  himfelf 
•with  forming  a  large  colle6lion  of  prints,  books,  and 
medals,  which  at  his  death  f  (March  27,  1737),  he  be- 
queathed to  his  only  brother  Robert  Howard,  Bifliop  of 
Elphin,  who  tranfported  them  to  Ireland. 
"  Mr.  Howard's  piflure  was  drawn  by  Dahl,  very 
like,  and  publifhed  in  Mezzotinto  about  a  year  before 
bis  death.  Howard  himfelf  etched  from  a  drawing  of 
Carlo  Marati,  a  head  of  Padra  Rella,  the  colleftor, 
with  his  fpeflacles  on,  turning  over  a  large  book  of 
drawings." 

-f  He  died  in  Pall-mall,  and  was  buried  at  Richmond.     Wal- 
pole's  Anecdotes,  vol.  III.  156. 

•  See  Pliny's  Natural  Hiftory,  B.  35.  C.  to. 

XII.  The 
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III. 

The  am'rous  mafter  own'd  her  potent  eyes ; 

Sigh'd  when  he  look'd,  and  trembled  as  he  drew  ; 
Each  flowing  line  confirm'd  his  firft  furprize. 

And  as  the  piece  advanc'd,  the  palfion  grew. 
IV. 
While  Philip's  fon,  while  Venus'  fon  was  near. 

What  difFerent  tortures  does  his  bofom  feel  ? 
Great  was  the  rival,  and  the  god  fevere  : 

Nor  could  he  hide  his  flame,  nor  durll  reveal. 
V. 
The  prince,  renown'd  in  bounty  as  in  arms, 

With  pity  faw  the  ill-conccal'd  diflrefs ; 
Quitted  his  title  to  Campafpe's  charms, 

And  gave  the  fair-one  to  the  friend's  embrace, 
VI. 
Thus  the  more  beauteous  Cloe  fat  to  thee. 

Good  Howard,  emulous  of  the  Grecian  art : 
But  happy  thou,  from  Cupid's  arrow  free. 

And  flames  that  pierc'd  thy  predeceflibr's  heart. 
VII. 
Had  thy  poor  breaft  received  an  equal  pain  ; 

Had  I  been  vefled  v/ith  the  monarch's  power  ; 
Thou  mull:  have  figh'd,  unlucky  youth,  in  vain  ; 

Nor  from  my  bounty  had  ft  thou  found  a  cure. 

VIII. 

Though  to  convince  thee,  that  the  friend  did  feel 

A  kind  concern^for  thy  ill-fated  care, 
J  would  have  footh'd  the  flame,  I  could  not  heal  ; 

Giv'n  thee  the  world;  though  I  with-held  the  fair. 

I.  O  V  JS 
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LOVE      DISARMED. 


J:>ENE  ATH  a  myrtle's  verdant  fliade 
As  C!oc  half  ailecp  was  laid, 
Cupid  pcrch'd  lightly  on  her  breall. 
And  in  that  heav'n  defir'd  to  reft  : 
Over  her  paps  his  wings  he  fpread  ; 
Between  he  found  a  d<>vvny  bed. 
And  nefded  in  his  little  head. 

Still  lay  the  god  :  the  nymph  furprlz'd. 
Yet  mlllrefs  of  herfelf,  devis'd. 
How  fhe  the  vagrant  might  enthral, 
And  captive  him,,  who  captives  all. 

Her  bodice  half-way  fine  unlac'd  ; 
About  his  arms  fne  flily  cafi; 
The  filken  bond,   and  held  him  fill. 

The  god  awak'd  ;  and  thrice  in  vain 
He  ftrove  to  breuk  the  cruel  chain  ; 
And  thrice  in  vain  he  fliook  his  wing, 
liicumber'd  in  the  f  Iken  firing. 
■     Flutt'ring-the  god,  and  >veeping  faid, 
Pitv  poor  Cupid,  generous  maid, 
Who  happen'd,   being  blind,   to  dray. 
And  on  thy  bofom  ioil  his  way : 
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Who  flray'd,  alas  !   but  knew  too  well. 
He  never  there  muft  hope  to  dwell. 
Set  an  unhappy  pris'ner  free. 
Who  ne'er  intended  harm  to  thee. 

To  me  pertains  not,    fhe  replies. 
To  know  or  care  where  Cupid  flies  ; 
What  are  his  haunts,  or  which  his  way ; 
Where  he  would  dwell,  or  whither  ftray : 
Yet  will  I  never  fct  thee  free  : 
For  harm  was  meant,  and  harm  to  me. 

Vain  fears  that  vex  thy  virgin  heart ! 
I'll  give  thee  ud  my  bow  and  dart  : 
Untangle  but  this  cruel  chain,  ' 
And  freely  let  me  fly  again. 

Agreed  :   fecure  my  virgin  heart : 
Infliant  give  up  thy  bow  and  dart: 
The  chain  I'll  in  return  unty  ; 
And  freely  thou  again  fhalt  fly. 

Thus  flie  the  captive  did  deliver  ; 
The  captive  thus  gave  up  his  quiver. 
The  god  difarm'd,  e'er  flnce  that  day 
Pafles  his  life  in  harmlefs  play  ; 
Flies  round,  or  fits  upon  her  breaft, 
A  little,  fluttering,  idle  guefl:. 

E'er  fince  that  day  the  beauteous  maid 
Governs  the  vs'orld  in  Cupid's  Head  ; 
Direfts  his  arrow  as  flie  wills ; 
Gives  grief,  or  pleafure  ;  fpares,  or  kills. 

Vol.  I.  H  c  t  o  s 
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CLOE      HUNTING, 

-t5  EHIN  D  her  neck  her  comely  trefTes  ty'd. 

Her  ivory  quiver  graceful  by  her  fide> 

A-hunting  Cloe  went :   fhe  loft  her  way. 

And  through  the  woods  uncertain  chanc'd  to  Ilray. 

Apollo  paffing  by  beheld  the  maid; 

And,  filter  dear,  bright  Cynthia  turn,  he  faid : 

The  hunted  hind  lies  clofe  in  yonder  brake. 

Loud  Cupid  laugh'd,  to  fee  the  god's  miftake  ; 

And,  laughing  cry'd,  learn  better,  great  divine. 

To  know  thy  kindred,  and  to  honour  mine. 

Rightly  advis'd,  far  hence  thy  fifter  feek. 

Or  on  IVIeander's  bank,  or  Latmus'  peak. 

But  in  this  nymph,  my  friend,  my  filler  know  : 

She  draws  my  arrows,  and  Ihe  bends  my  bow  : 

Fair  Thames  fne  haunts,  and  every  neighb'ring  grove. 

Sacred  to  foft  rccefs,  and  gentle  love. 

Go,  with  thy  Cynthia,  hurl  the  pointed  fpear 

At  the  rough  boar  ;  or  chafe  the  flying  deer : 

I  and  my  Cloe.  take  a  nobler  aim  : 

At  human  hearts  we  fling,  nor  ever  mifs  the  game. 
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CUPID     AND     GANYMEDE. 


1  N  Heaven,  one  holy-day,  you  read 
In  wife  Anacreon,  Ganymede 
Drew  heedlefs  Cupid  in,    to  throw 
A  main,  to  pafs  an  hour,   or  fo. 
The  little  Trojan,  by  the  way, 
By  Hermes  taught,  play'd  all  the  play» 

The  god  unhappily  engag'd. 
By  nature  rafh,  by  play  enrag'd, 
Complain'd,  and  figh'd,  and  cry'd,  and  fretted ; 
Loft  every  earthly  thing  he  betted  : 
In  ready-money,  all  the  ftore 
Pick'd  up  long  fince  from  Danae's  Ihower  ; 
A  fnufr-box,  fet  with  bleeding  hearts. 
Rubies,  all  pierc'd  with  diamond  darts ; 
His  nine-pins  made  of  myrtle  wood  :  ^ 

(The  tree  in  Ida's  foreft  flood) 
His  bowl  pure  gold,  the  very  fame 
Which  Paris  gave  the  Cyprian  dame  ; 
Two  table-books  in  fhagreen  covers ; 
Fill'd  with  good  verfe  from  real  lovers  ; 
Merchandife  rare  !  a  billet-doux, 
Its  matter  paffionate,  yet  true; 

H  2  Heaps 
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Heaps  of  hair  rings,  and  cypher'd  feals  j 
Rich  trifles  ;  ferious  bagatelles. 

What  fad  diforders  play  begets  ! 
Defperate  and  mad,  at  length  he  fets 
Thofe  darts,  whofe  points  make  gods  adore 
His  might,  and  deprecate  his  power  : 
Thofe  darts,   whence  all  our  joy  and  pain 

Arife  :  thofe  darts come,  feven's  the  main. 

Cries  Ganymede  :   the  ufual  trick  : 
Seven,  flur  a  fix  ;  eleven  :  a  nick. 

Ill  news  goes  fall :  'twas  quickly  known. 
That  fimple  Cupid  was  undone. 
Swifter  than  lightning  Venus  flew  : 
Too  late  fhe  found  the  thing  too  true. 
Guefs  how  the  goddefs  greets  her  fon  : 
Come  hither,  firrah :  no,  begon  ; 
And,  hark  ye,  is  it  fo  indeed  r 
A  comrade  you  for  Ganymede  ? 
An  imp  as  wicked,  for  his  age. 
As  any  earthly  lady's  page  ; 
A  fcandal  and  a  fcourge  to  Troy  : 
A  Jirincc's  fon  ?  a  black-guard  boy  : 
A  fharper  that  with  box  and  dice 
Draws  in  young  deities  to  vice. 
All  Heaven  is  by  the  ears  together. 
Since  firft  that  little  rogue  came  hither : 
Juno  herfelf  has  had  no  peace  : 
And  truly  I've  been  favour'd  lefs  : 
For  Jove,  as  Fame  reports,   (but  Fame 
Says  things  not  lit  for  me  to  name) 

Has 
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Has  afled  ill  for  fuch  a  god, 
And  taken  ways  extremely  odd. 

And  thou,  unhappy  child,  fhe  fald 
(Her  anger  by  her  grief  allay'd) 
Unhappy  child,  who  thus  haft  loft 
All  the  eftate  we  e'er  could  boaft ; 
Whither,  O  whither  wilt  thou  run. 
Thy  name  defpis'd,  thy  weaknefs  known  ? 
Nor  Ihall  thy  Ihrine  on  earth  be  crown'd  :  -\ 

Nor  ftiall  thy  power  in  Heaven  b;  own'd  ;  C 

When  thou,  nor  man,  nor  god  can'ft  wound.        j 

Obedient  Cupid  kneeling  cry'd, 
Ceafe,  deareft  mother,  ceafe  to  chide  : 
Gany's  a  cheat,  and  I'm  a  bubble  ; 
Yet  why  this  great  excefs  of  trouble  ? 
The  dice  were  falfe  :  the  darts  are  gone : 
Yet  how  are  you  or  I  undone? 

The  lofs  of  thefe  I  can  fupply 
With  keener  fhafts  from  Cloe's  eye: 
Fear  not,  we  e'er  can  be  difgrac'd. 
While  that  bright  magazine  ftaall  Lift: 
Your  crouded  altars  ftill  ftiall  fmoke;  ••> 

And  man  your  friendly  aid  invoke  : 
Jove  fliall  again  revere  your  power, 
And  rife  a  fvvan,  or  fall  a  fliower, 


H   3  C  U  P  I  B 
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CUPIP      MISTAKEN. 


A 


I. 


S  after  noon,  one  fummer's  day, 
Venus  Hood  bathing  in  a  river; 
Cupid  a-fhooting  went  that  way, 

New  ftrung  his  bow,  new  fill'd  his  quiver. 

ir. 

With  fliill  he  chofe  his  (harpeft  dart: 
With  all  his  might  his  bow  he  drew. 

Swift  to  his  beauteous  parent's  heart 
The  too  well-guided  arrow  flew, 
IJI, 

I  faint  !   I  die  !   the  goddefs  cry'd; 

0  cruel,  could'll  thou  f  r.d  none  other. 
To  v.-reck  thy  fpleen  on  ?  Parricide  ! 

Like  Nero,  thou  hall  flain  thy  mother, 
IV. 
Poor  Cupid  fobbing  fcarce  could  fpeak  ; 

Indeed,  mamma,  I  did  not  know  ye  : 
Alas  1  how  eafy  my  miitake  ? 

1  took  you  for  your  likenefs  Cloe, 


y  E  N  u  § 
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VENUS      MISTAKEN. 


I- 

W  HEN  Cloe's  pifture  was  to  Venus  fhown ; 
Surpriz'd,   the  goddefs  took  it  for  her  own. 
And  what,  faid  fhe,  does  this  bold  painter  mean  ? 
When  was  I  bathing  thus,  and  naked  feen  ? 

11. 

Pleas'd Cupid  heard,  and  check'd  his  mother's  pride; 
And  who's  blind  now,  mamma  ?  the  urchin  cry'd. 
'Tis  Cloe's  eye,  and  cheek,  and  lip,  and  breaft  ; 
friend  Howard's  genius  fancy'd  all  the  reft* 


H 
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O  N  G. 


I 


F  wine  and  mufick  have  the  power. 
To  eafe  the  ficknefs  of  the  foul ; 
Let  Phcsbus  every  firing  explore  ; 
And  Bacchus  iill  the  fprightly  bowl. 
Let  them  their  friendly  aid  employ. 
To  make  my  Cloe's  abfence  light ; 
And  feek  for  pleafure,  to  deftroy 
The  forrows  of  this  live-long  night. 

But  fhe  to-morrow  will  return  : 
Venus,  be  thou  to-morrow  great ; 
Thy  myrtles  ftrovv,  thy  odours  burn  ; 
And  meet  thy  fav'rite  nymph  in  ftate. 
Kind  goddefs,  to  no  other  powers 
Let  us  to-morrow's  bleffings  own  : 
Thy  darling  loves  (hall  guide  the  hours  : 
^nd  all  the  day  be  thine  alone. 


THE 
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THE 

DOVE. 

-TANTiENE    ANIMIS    COELESTIBUS    IR^E?      Virg. 
I. 


I 


N  Virgil's  facred  verfe  we  find. 
That  pafiion  can  deprefs  or  raife 
The  heavenly  as  the  human  mind  : 
Who  dare  deny  what  Virgil  fays  ? 
II. 
But  if  they  fhould  ;  what  our  great  mafler 
Has  thus  laid  down,  my  tale  fhall  prove. 
Fair  Venus  wept  the  fad  difafter 
Of  having  loft  her  favourite  Dove. 
III. 
In  complaifance  poor  Cupid  mourn'd  ; 
His  grief  reliev'd  his  mother's  pain  ; 
He  vow'd  he'd  leave  no  ftone  unturn'd. 
But  Ihe  fhould  haye  her  Dove  again. 
IV. 
Though  none,  faid  he,  fhall  yet  be  nam'd, 

I  know  the  felon  well  enough  : 
But  be  fhe  not,  mamma,  condemn'd 
Without  a  fair  and  legal  proof. 

V.  With 
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V. 

With  that,  his  longeft  dart  he  took. 
As  conftable  would  take  his  ItafF: 
That  gods  defire  like  men  to  look. 
Would  make  e'en  Heraclitus  laugh. 
VI. 
Love's  fubaltern,  a  duteous  band. 

Like  watchmen  round  their  chief  appear : 
Each  had  his  lanthorn  in  his  hand : 

And  Venus  mafk'd  brought  up  the  rear, 
VIL 
Accoutcr'd  thus,  their  eager  ftep 

To  Cloe's  lodging  they  direded  : 
(At  once  I  write,  alas !    and  weep. 
That  Cloe  is  of  theft  fufpefted.) 
VIIL 
Late  they  fet  out,  had  far  to  go  : 

St.  Dunftan's  as  they  pafs'd,  ftruck  one. 
Cloe  for  reafons  good,  you  know, 
Lives  at  the  fober  end  o'th'town. 
IX. 
With  one  great  peal  they  rap  the  door. 

Like  footmen  on  a  vifiting  day. 
Folks  at  her  houfe  at  fuch  an  hour ! 

Lord  !  what  will  all  the  neighbours  fay  ? 
X. 
The  door  is  open  :   up  they  run  : 

Nor  prayers,  nor  threats  divert  their  fpeed  : 
Thieves  1  thieves !  cries  Sufan  ;  we're  undone  ; 
They'll  kill  my  miftrefs  in  her  bed, 

XI.  la 
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XI. 
In  bed  indeed  the  nymph  had  been 

Three  hours :  for  all  hiftcrians  fay. 
She  commonly  went  up  at  ten, 

Unlefs  Piquet  was  in  the  way. 

xir. 

She  wak'd,  be  fure,  with  ftrange  furprize, 

O  Cupid,  is  this  right  or  law, 
Thus  to  dilturb  the  brighteft  eyes. 

That  ever  flept,  or  e\'er  faw  ? 
XIII. 
Have  you  obferv'd  a  fitting  hare, 

Liftening,  and  fearful  of  the  ftorm 
Of  horns  and  hounds,  clap  back  her  ear. 

Afraid  to  keep,  or  leave  her  form  ? 
XIV. 
Or  have  you  mark'd  a  partridge  quake. 

Viewing  the  towering  faulcon  nigh  ? 
She  cuddles  low  behind  the  brake  : 

Nor  would  Ihe  l^ay  :  nor  dares  ihe  fly. 
XV. 
Then  have  you  feen  the  beauteous  maid; 

When  gazing  on  her  midnight  foes, 
,She  turn'd  each  way  her  frighted  head. 

Then  funk  it  deep  beneath  the  cloaths. 
XVI. 
Venus  this  while  was  in  Lao  chamber 

Incognito  :  for  Sufan  faid. 
It  fmelt  fo  llrong  of  myrrh  and  amber  ■ 

And  Sufan  is  no  lying  maid, 

XVII.  But 
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XVII. 
But  fince  we  have  no  prefent  need 

Of  Venus  for  an  epifode  : 
With  Cupid  let  us  e'en  proceed  ; 
And  thus  to  Cloe  fpoke  the  god  ; 
XVIII. 
Hold  up  your  head  :  hold  up  your  hand. 

Would  it  were  not  my  lot  to  fliew  ye 
This  cruel  writ,  wherein  you  ftand 
Indided  by  the  name  of  Cloe  : 
XIX. 
For  by  that  fecret  malice  flirr'd. 

Or  by  an  emulous  pride  invited. 
You  have  purloin'd  the  fav'rite  bird. 
In  which  my  mother  moft  delighted, 
XX. 
Her  blufhing  face  the  lovely  maid 

Rais'd  juft  above  the  milk-white  fheet, 
A  rofe-tree  in  a  lilly  bed, 

Nor  glows  fo  red,  nor  breathes  fo  fweet. 
XXI. 
Are  you  not  he  whom  virgins  fear, 

And  widows  court  ?  is  not  your  name 
Gupid  ?  If  fo,  pray  come  not  near 
Fair  maiden,  I'm  the  very  fame. 
XXII, 
Then  what  have  I,  good  Sir,  to  fay, 

Or  do  with  her,  you  call  your  mother  f 
If  I  fhould  meet  her  in  my  way, 
We  hardly  court'fy  to  each  other. 

XXIII.  Diana 
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XXIII. 

Diana  challe,  and  Hebe  fweet, 

Witnefs  that  what  I  fpeak  is  true  : 
I  would  not  give  my  paroquet 

For  all  the  Doves  that  ever  flew. 
XXIV. 
Yet,  to  compofe  this  midnight  noife. 

Go  freely  fearch  where-e'er  you  pleafe  : 
(The  rage  that  rais'd,  adorn'd  her  voice) 

Upon  yon'  toilet  lie  my  keys. 
XXV. 
Her  keys  he  takes  ;  her  doors  unlocks  ; 

Through  wardrobe,  and  through  clofet  bounces; 
Peeps  into  every  chell  and  box; 

Turns  all  her  furbeloes  and  flounces. 
XXVI. 
But  Dove,  depend  on't,  finds  he  none  ; 

So  to  the  bed  returns  again  : 
And  now  the  maiden,  bolder  grown. 

Begins  to  treat  him  with  difdain. 
XXVII. 
I  marvel  much,  flie  fmiling  faid, 

Your  poultry  cannot  yet  be  found : 
Lies  he  in  yonder  flipper  dead, 

Or  may  be,  in  the  tea-pot  drown'd  ? 
XXVIII. 
No,  traytor,  angry  love  replies. 

He's  hid  fomewhere  about  your  breaft; 
A  place,  nor  god,  nor  man  denies, 

For  Venus'  Dove  the  proper  nefl:. 

XXIX.  Search 
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XXIX. 
Search  then,  flie  faid,  put  in  your  hand. 

And  Cynthia,  dear  proteftrels,  guard  me 
As  guilty  I,  or  free  may  lland. 

Do  thou,  or  punifli,  or  reward  me. 
XXX. 
But  ah !  what  maid  to  love  can  truil;^- 

He  fcorns,  and  breaks  all  legal  power: 
Into  her  breaft  his  hand  he  thru  ft  ; 

And  in  a  moment  forc'd  it  lower. 
XXXI. 
O,  whither  do  thofe  fingers  rove. 

Cries  Cloe,  treacherous  urchin,  whither } 
O  Venus  !  I  fhall  find  thy  Dove, 

Says  he  ;  for  fure  1  touch  his  feather. 
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LOVER'S      ANGER, 

jl\  S  Cloe  came  into  the  room  t'other  day, 
I  peevifn  began  ;  where  fo  long  could  you  ilay  ? 
In  your  life-time  you  never  regarded  your  hour : 
Youpromis'dat  two;  and  (pray  look  child)  'tis  four. 
A  lady's  watch  needs  neither  figures  nor  wheels : 
'Tis  enough,  that  'tis  loaded  with  baubles  andfeals. 
A  temper  fo  heedlefs  no  mortal  can  bear— — 
Thus  far  I  went  on  with  a  refolute  air. 
Lord  blefs  me,  faid  Ihe  ;  let  a  body  but  fpeak  : 
Here's  an  ugly  hard  rofe-bud  fallen  into  my  neck ; 

It  has  hurt  me,  and  vex'd  me  to  fuch  a  degree 

See  here ;  for  you  never  believe  me  ;  pray  fee. 
On  the  left  fide  my  breaft  what  a  mark  it  has  made. 
So  faying,  her  bolorn  Ihe  carelefs  difplay'd. 
That  feat  of  delight  I  with  wonder  furvey'd  ; 
And  forgot  every  word  I  defign'd  to  have  faid. 


} 


M   E   R- 
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MERCURY      AND      CUPID. 


I 


N  fullen  humour  one  day  Jove 
Sent  Hermes  down  to  Ida's  grove. 
Commanding  Cupid  to  deliver 
His  ftore  of  darts,  his  total  quiver  ; 
That  Hermes  fliould  the  weapons  break. 
Or  throw  'em  into  Lethe's  lake. 

Hermes,  you  know,  muft  do  his  errand  : 
He  found  his  man,  produc'd  his  warrant : 
Cupid,  your  darts — this  very  hour— 
There's  no  contending  againft  power. 

How  fullen  Jupiter,  juft  now 
I  think  I  faid  :  and  you'll  allow. 
That  Cupid  was  as  bad  as  he  : 
Hear  but  the  youngller's  repartee. 

Come  kinfman  (faid  the  little  god) 
Put  off  your  wings,  lay  by  your  rod  ; 
Retire  with  me  to  yonder  bower  ; 
And  reft  yourfelf  for  half  an  hour: 
'Tis  far  indeed  from  hence  to  Heaven  : 
And  you  fly  faft  :  and  it  is  but  feven. 
We'll  take  one  cooling  cup  of  netlar ; 
And  drink  to  this  celeilial  hedor — 


He 
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He  break  my  dart,  or  hurt  my  power  ! 
He,  Leda's  Avan,  and  Danae's  fiiower  ! 
Go,  bid  him  his  vvife's  tongue  rellrain  ; 
And  mind  his  thunder,  and  his  rain. — 
My  darts  ?   O  certainly  I'll  give  'cm  : 
From  Cloe's  eyes  he  fhall  receive  'em  : 
There's  one,   the  beft  in  all  my  quiver. 
Twang  !  through  his  very  heart  and  liver, 
He  then  fhall  pine,  and  figh,  and  rave  : 
Good  lord  !  what  buftle  fhall  we  have  ! 
Neptune  muft  flrait  be  fent  to  fea  ; 
And  Flora  fummon'd  twice  a  day  : 
One  muft  find  fhells,  and  t'other  flowersj 
For  cooling  grotts,  and  fragrant  bovvers. 
That  Cloe  may  be  ferv'd  in  ftate  : 
The  Hours  muft  at  her  toilet  wait : 
Whilft  all  the  reasoning  fools  below^ 
Wonder  their  watches  go  too  flow, 
Lybs  muft  ily  fouth,  and  Eurus  eaft. 
For  jev/els  foi'  her  hair  and  breaft  : 
No  matter  though  their  cruel  hafte 
Sink  cities,  and  lay  forefts  wafte. 
No  matter  though  this  fleet  be  loft; 
Or  that  lie  wind-bound  on  the  coaft. 
What  whifpering  in  my  mother's  ear  ! 
What  care,  that  Juno  Ihould  not  hear  !- 
What  work  among  you  fcholar  gods  ! 
Phccbus  muft  write  him  am'rous  odes  : 
And  thou,  poor  coufin,  muft  compofe 
His  letters  in  fubmiifive  profe  ; 
Vol.  I.  I  Whilil 
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Whilfl:  haughty  Cloe,  to  fullain 
The*honour.of  my  mylHck  reifjn, 
Shall  all  his  gifts  and  vows  difdain  ; 
And  laugh  at  your  old  bully's  pain. 

Dear  couz,  faid  Hermes  in  a  fright. 
For  Heaven  fake  keep  your  darts  :  good  night. 


O      N 

BEAUTY. 

A 

RIDDLE. 

XV  E  S  O  L  V  E  me,  Cloe,  what  is  this : 
Or  forfeit  me  one  precious  kifs. 
'Tis  the  firft  cfF-fpring  of  the  Graces : 
Bears  difFerent  forms  in  different  places  ; 
Acknowledg'd  fine,  where-e'er  beheld; 
Yet  fancy'd  finer,  when  conccal'd. 
'Twas  Flora's  wealth,  and  Circe's  charm  ; 
Pandora's  box  of  good  and  harm  : 
'Twas  Mar's  wifli,  Endymion's  dream  ; 
Apelles'  draught,  and  Ovid's  theme. 
This  guided  Thefeus  through  the  maze  ; 
And  fent  him  home  with  life  and  praifc. 


} 


But 
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But  this  undid  the  Phrygian  boy ; 

And  blew  the  flames  that  ruin'd  Troy. 

This  flicvv'd  great  kindnefs  to  old  Greece, 

And  help'd  rich  Jafon  to  the  fleece. 

This  through  the  call;  juil  vengeance  hurl'd. 

And  left  poor  Anthony  the  world. 

Injur'd/  though  Lucrece  found  her  doom  ; 

This  baniih'd  tyranny  from  Rome. 

Appeas'd,  though  Lais  gain'd  her  hire  ; 

This  fet  Perlepolis  on  fire. 

For  this  Alcides  learn'd  to  fpin  : 

His  club  laid  down,  and  lion's  Ikin. 

For  this  Apollo  deign'd  to  keep. 

With  fer^^ile  care,  a  mortal's  flieep. 

For  this  the  father  of  the  gods, 

Content  to  leave  his  high  abodes, 

In  borrow'd  figures  loofely  ran, 

Europa's  bull,  and  Leda's  fvvan. 

For  this  he  reairumes  the  nod, 

(While  Semcle  commands  the  God) 

Launces  the  bolt,  and  ihakes  the  poles  ; 

Though  Momus  laughs,  and  Juno  fcolds. 

Here  liftening  Cloe  fmil'd  and  faid  ; 
Your  riddle  is  not  hard  to  read  : 
I  guefs  it  — fair  one,  if  you  do  ; 
Need  I,  alas  !   the  theme  purfue  ? 
For  this  thou  fee'lt,   for  this  I  leave, 
Whate'er  the  world  thinks  wife  or  grave. 
Ambition,   bufmefs,  friendfjiip,  news, 
My  ufclul  books,  and  ferlons  Mufe. 

1  2  For 
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For  this  I  willingly  decline 

The  mirth  of  feails,  and  joys  of  wine  ; 

And  chufe  to  fit  and  talk  with  thee, 

(x'\s  thy  great  orders  may  decree) 

Of  cocks  and  bulls,  and  flutes  and  fiddles, 

Of  idle  tales,  and  foolifh  riddles. 


THE 

(QUESTION, 

T       O 

L        I        S        E        T        T        A. 


Wi 


HAT  nymph  fhould  I  admire,  or  truft. 
But  Cloe,  beauteous  Cloe,  juft? 
What  nymph  fhould  I  defire  to  fee, 
But  her  who  leaves  the  plain  for  me  ? 
To  whom  Hiould  I  compofe  the  lay, 
But  her  who  liliens  when  I  play  ? 
To  whom,  in  fong,  repeat  my  cares, 
But  her  who  in  my  forrow  fiiares  ? 
For  whom  fhould  I  the  garland  make. 
But  her  who  joys  the  gift  to  take, 
And  boafts  fhe  wears  it  for  my  fake  ? 
In  love  am  I  not  fully  bleil  ? 
Lifetta,  pr'ythee  tell  the  reft. 


L  I- 
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LISETTA'S      REPLY. 


OURE  Cloejull,  and  Cloe  fair, 
Deferves  to  be  your  only  care: 
But  when  you  and  fhe  to  day 
Far  into  the  wood  did  ftray. 
And  T  happen'd  to  pals  by ; 
Which  way  did  you  caft  your  eye  ? 
But  when  your  cares  to  her  you  ling. 
Yet  dare  not  tell  her  whence  they  fpring  ; 
Does  it  not  more  afflicl  your  heart. 
That  in  thofe  cares  fhe  bears  a  part  ? 
When  you  the  flowers  for  Cloe  twine. 
Why  do  you  to  her  garland  join 
The  meanell  bud  that  falls  from  mine  ? 
Simpleft  of  fwains !   the  world  may  fee, 
Whom  Cloe  loves,  and  who  loves  me. 


T    K    i 
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G        A        R        L        A        N        D, 

I. 

X  H  E  pride  of  every  grove  I  cliore. 

The  violet  fweet,  and  lilly  fair. 
The  dappl'd  pink,  and  blufliing  rofe, 

To  deck  my  charming  Cloe'b  hair. 
II. 
At  morn  the  nymph  vouchfaft  to  place 

Upon  her  brow  the  various  wreath  ; 
The,  flowers  lefs  blooming  than  her  face. 

The  fcent  lefs  fragrant  than  her  breath. 
III. 
The  flowers  flie  wore  along  the  day  : 

And  every  nymph  and  fliepherd  fud. 
That  in  her  hair  they  Icokt  more  gay. 

Than  glowing  in  their  native  bed. 
IV. 
Undreft  at  evening  whea  fhe  found 

Their  odours  loft,  their  colours  pall ; 
She  changed  her  look,  and  on  the  ground 

Her  garland  and  her  eye  fiie  caft. 

V.  That 
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V. 

That  eye  dropt  fenfe  diftind  and  clear. 

As  any  Mufe's  tongue  could  fpeak. 

When  fronvit's  lid  a  pearly  tear 

Ran  trickling  dOwn  her  beauteous  cheek. 

VI. 

DlfTembling  what  I  knew  too  well, 

My  love,  my  life,  faid  I,  explain 

This  change  of  humour  :  pry'thee  tell  : 

That  falling  tear — What  does  it  mean  ? 

VII. 

She  figli'd  ;   fhe  fmil'd  :   and  to  the  flowers 

Pointing,    the  lovely  moralift  faid  : 

See,  friend,  in  fome  few  fleeting  hours, 

See  yonder,   what  a  change  is  made. 

VIII. 

Ah  me  !  the  blooming  pride  of  May, 

And  that  of  beauty  are  but  one  : 

At  morn  both  flourilh  bright  and  gay, 

Eoth  fade  at  evening,  pale,   and  gone. 

IX. 

At  dawn  poor  Stella  danc'd  and  fung  ; 

The  amorous  youth  around  her  bow'd  ; 

At  night  her  fatal  knell  was  rung; 

1  faw,   and  kifs'd  her  in  her  fhrowd. 

X. 

Such  as  fhe  is,   who  dy'd  to-day. 

Such  I,   alas  !  may  be  to-morrow  ; 

If 
G'o,  Damon,   bid  thy  Mufe  difjilay 

The  juftice  of  thy  Cloe's  forrow. 

I    4  X   H   F 
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THE  LADY 

WHO    OFFERS    HER 

LOOKING-GLASS 

T       O 
V  E  N  U  S.  t 

Venus,  take  my  votive  glafs ; 
Since  I  am  not  what  I  was  ; 
What  from  this  day  I  (hall  be, 
Venus,  let  me  never  fee. 

•|-  Taken  from  an  epigram  of  Plato.     See  Rambler, 
Number  143, 
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CLOE        JEALOUS. 

I. 

P  O  R  B  E  A  R  to  afk  me,  why  I  weep  ; 

Vext  Cloe  to  her  fliepherd  faid  ; 
'Tis  for  my  two  poor  llrnggling  fneep 

Perhaps,  or  for  my  fquirrei  dead. 
II. 
For  mind  I  what  you  late  have  writ  ? 

Your  fubtle  queftions,   and  replies  j 
Emblems,  to  teach  a  female  wit 

The  ways,  where  changing  Cupid  flies 
III. 
Your  riddle  purpos'd  to  rehearfe 

The  general  power  that  beauty  has  : 
But  why  did  no  peculiar  verfe 

Defcribe  one  charm  of  Cloe's  face  ? 
IV. 
The  glafs,  which  was  at  Venus'  flirine. 

With  fuch  myilerious  forrow  laid  : 
The  garland  (and  you  call  it  mine) 

Which  fhow'd  how  youth  and  beauty  fade. 
V. 
Ten  thoufand  trifles  light  as  thcfe, 

Nor  can  my  rage,  nor  anger  move  : 
She  fliould  be  humble,  who  would  pleafe ; 

And  Ihe  mufl  fufl^er,  who  can  love. 

VI.  V/hcn 
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VI. 

When  in  my  glafs  I  chanc'd  to  look ; 

Of  Venus  what  did  I  imrjlore  ? 
That  every  grruce  -^  hich  thence  I  took, 

Should  know  to  charm  my  Damon  more. 
VII. 
Reading  thy  verre  ;  who  heeds,  faid  I, 

If  here  or  there  his  glances  flew  ? 
O  free  for  ever  be  his  eye, 

Whofe  heart  to  me  is  always  true. 
VIJI. 
My  bloom  indeed,  my  little  flower 

Of  beauty  quickly  loft  its  pride  ; 
For  fever'd  from  its  native  bower, 

It  on  thy  glowing  bofom  dy'd. 
IX. 
Yet  car'd  I  not,  what  might  prefage. 

Or  withering  v/rcath,  or  fleeting  youth  ; 
Love  I  cllzem'd  more  ftrong  than  age. 

And  time  lefs  permanent  than  truth. 
X. 
Why  then  I  weep,  forbear  to  knew  : 

Fall  uncontroul'd  my  tears,  and  free  ■ 
O  Damon,  'tis  the  only  woe, 

I  ever  yet  conceard  from  thee. 
XI. 
The  focrct  wound  with  which  I  bleed 

Shall  lie  wrapt  up,  cv'n  in  my  hearfe  : 
But  on  my  tonib-ftone  tJiou  fhalt  read 

My  auiVer  to  thy  dubious  verfe. 


A  N 
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ANSWER 

T       O 

CLOE        JEALOUS, 

IN      THE      SAME      STILE. 
THE 

AUTHOR        SICK. 


Yi 


I. 


E  S,  falreft  proof  of  Beauty's  power. 
Dear  idol  of  my  panting  heart. 
Nature  points  this  my  fatal  hour: 
And  l  have  liv'd  ;  and  we  mull  part. 

II. 

While  now  I  take  my  laft  adieu, 

Heave  thou  no  figh,  nor  Ihed  a  tear  ; 
Left  yet  my  half-clos'd  eye  may  view. 

On  earth  an  objeft  worth  its  care. 
III. 
From  Jealoufy's  tormenting  ftrife 

For  ever  be  thy  bofom  freed  : 
7.'hat  nothing  may  difturb  thy  life, 

Content  I  haften  to  the  dead. 


IV.  Yet 
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IV. 

Yet  waen  fome  bettcr-fiited  youth 

Shall  with  his  amorous  parly  move  thee  ; 

Refledl  one  moment  on  his  truth 

Who  dying  thus,  perfuls  to  love  thee. 


BETTER       ANSWER. 
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EAR  Cloe,  how  blubbcr'd  is  that  pretty  face; 
Thy  cheek  all  on  fire,  and  thy  hair  all  uncurl'd: 
Pr'ythee  quit  this  caprice  ;  and  (as  old  Falllaf  favs) 
Let  us  e'en  talk  a  little  like  folks  of  this  world. 
II. 
How  can'fl  thou  prefume,   thou  haft  leave  to  deftroy 
The  beauties,  which  Venus  but  lent  to  thy  keeping? 
Thofe  looks  were  defign'd  to  infpire  love  and  jnv: 
More  ord'nary  eyes  may  ferve  people  for  weeping. 
III. 
To  be  vext  at  a  trifle  or  two  that  I  writ. 

Your  judgment  at  once,  and  my  paffion  you  wrong: 
You  take  that  for  faft,  which  will  fcarce  be  found  wit: 
Od's  life  I   muft  one  fwer.r  to  the  truth  of  a  fong? 

.IV,  What 
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IV. 

What  I  fpeak,  my  fair  Cloe,  and  what  I  write,  fhews 

Tlie  diiterence  there  is  betwixt  nature  and  art: 
I  court  others  in  verfe ;  but  I  love  thee  in  profe : 

And  they  have  my  whimfies,  but  thou  hail  my  heart. 
V. 
The  god  cf  us  verfe-men  (you  know  child)  tlie  Tun, 

How  after  his  journeys  he  fets  up  his  reft : 
If  at  morning  o'er  earth  'tis  his  fancy  to  run  : 

At  night  he  declines  on  his  Thetis's  breaft., 
VI. 
So  when  I  am  v/eary'd  with  wandering  all  aay  ; 

To  thee,  my  delight,  in  the  evening  I  come  : 
No  matter  what  beauties  I  faw  in  my  way  :  * 

They  were  but  my  vifits,  but  thou  art  my  home* 
VII. 
Then  finifh,  dear  Cloe,  this  paftoral  war; 

And  let  us,  like  Horace  and  Lydia  agree  : 
For  thou  art  a  girl  as  much  brighter  than  her. 

As  he  was  a  poet  fublimer  than  me. 

•  My  heart  with  her  but,  as  gueft  wife  fojourn'dj 
And  now  to  Helen  it  is  hoiKe  retu;n'd. 

There  to  remain. ■ 

Midfumnatr  Night's  DreaBi,  A.  3,  S.  3» 


PAL- 


t/4  POEMS        OF 


ALLAS      AND      VENUS. 


E         P         I         G         R         A        M. 

X  H  E  Trojan  fwain  had  judg'd  the  great  difpute. 
And  beauty's  power  obtain'd  the  golden  fruit ; 
Wht     y'^enus,  loofe  in  all  her  naked  charms. 
Met  Jove's  great  daughter  clad  in  fhining  arms. 
The  wanton  goddefs  view'd  the  warlike  maid 
From  head  to  foot,  and  tauntingly  Ihe  faid  : 

Yield,  filler;  rival,  yield:  naked,  you  fee, 
I  vanquifh  :  guefs  how  potent  I  fliould  be  ; 
If  to  the  field  I  came  in  armour  drcft  ; 
Dreadful,  like  thine,  my  fiaield,  and  terrible  mv  crcH-. 

The  warrior  goddefs  with  difdain  reply'd  j 
Thy  folly,  child,  is  equal  to  thy  pride  : 
Let  a  brave  enemy  for  once  advife. 
And  Venus  (if  'tis  pofiible)  be  wife. 
Thou  to  be  ftrong  muft  put  off  every  drefs  : 
Thy  only  armour  is  thy  nakednefs : 
And  more  than  once,   (or  thou  art  much  bcly'd) 
By  Mars  himfelf  that  armour  has  been  try'd. 


T    Q 
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T     O       A 

VOUNG     GENTLEMAN    IN    LOVE. 

A 

TALE. 


1^  R  O  M  public  noife  and  faftious  ftrlfe. 

From  all  the  bufy  ills  of  life, 

Take  me,  my  Celia,  to  thy  breall 

And  lull  my  wearied  foul  to  reft. 

For  ever,  in  this  humble  cell. 

Let  thee  and  I,  my  fair  one,   dwell ; 

None  enter  elfe,  but  Love and  he 

Shall  bar  the  door,  ^and  keep  the  key. 
To  painted  roofs,  and  Ihining  fpires 
(Uneafy  feats  of  high  defires) 
Let  the  unthinking  many  croud. 
That  dare  be  covetous  and  proud : 
In  golden  bondage  let  them  wait. 
And  barter  happinefs  for  flate  : 
But  Oh  !   my  Celia,  when  thy  fwain 
Defires  to  fee  a  court  again  ; 


May 
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May  Heaven  around  this  deftin'd  head 
The  cholceft  of  its  curfes  (hed  : 
To  fum  up  all  the  rage  of  Fate, 
In  the  two  things  I  dread  and  hate  ; 
May'ft  thou  be  falfe,   and  I  be  great. 
Thus,  on  his  Celia's  panting  breull. 
Fond  Celadon  his  foul  expreft  ; 
VVhile  with  delight  the  lovely  maid 
Received  the  vows,   Ihe  thus  repaid  : 

Hope  of  my  age,  joy  of  my  youth, 
Blefi:  miracle  of  love  and  truth  ! 
All  that  could  e'er  be  counted  mine, 
My  love  and  life,  long  fince  are  thine  : 
A  real  joy  I  never  knew  ; 
'Till  1  believ'd  thy  paflion  true  : 
A  real  grief  I  ne'er  can  find  ; 
'Till  thou  prov'ft  perjur'd  or  unkind. 
Contempt,  and  poverty,  and  care. 
All  we  abhor,  and  all  we  fear, 
Blefl  with  thy  prefence,  I  can  bear. 
Through  waters,  and  through  flames  I'll  go. 
Sufferer  and  folace  of  thy  woe  : 
Trace  me  fome  yet  unheard-of  way. 
That  I  thy  ardour  may  repay ; 
And  make  my  conftant  paffion  known, 
By  more  than  woman  yet  has  done. 

Had  I  a  wifli  that  diJ  not  bear 
The  ftamp  and  image  of  my  dear  j 
I'd  pierce  my  heart  through  every  vein. 
And  die  to  let  it  out  again, 


} 


No- 
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No  :  Venus  lliall  my  witnefs  be, 
(If  Venus  ever  lov'd  like  me) 
That  for  one  hour  I  would  not  quit 
My  fhepherd's  arms,  and  this  retreat, 
To  be  the  Perfian  monarch's  bride, 
Part'ner  of  all  his  power  and  pride  ; 
Or  rule  in  regal  i^ate  above, 
Mother  of  gods,  and  wife  of  Jove. 

O    HAPPV   THESE   OF   HUMAN   RACE  I 

But  foon,  alas  !  our  pleafures  pafs. 
He  thank'd  her  on  his  bended  knee ; 
Theri  drank  a  quart  of  milk  and  tea  : 
And  leaving  her  ador'd  embrace, 
Haflcn'd  to  court  to  beg  a  place. 
While  fhe,  his  abfence  to  bemoan,  , 
The  very  moment  he  was  gone, 
Call'd  Thyrfis  from  beneath  the  bed  ! 
Where  all  this  time  he  had  been  hid. 


MORAL. 

VV  HILE  men  have  thefe  ambitious  fancies; 
And  wanton  wenches  read  romances  ; 

Our  fex  will- What  ?  out  with  it.     Lye  ; 

And  theirs  in  equal  Urains  reply. 
Vol.  I.  K  The 
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The  moral  of  the  tale  I  fing 
(A  po/y  for  a  wedding  ring) 
In  this  fliort  verfe  will  be  confin'd  : 
Love  is  a  jeil,  and  vows  are  wind. 


A   N 
ENGLISH    PADLOCK. 
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ISS  Danae,  when  fair  and  young, 
(As  Horace  has  divinely  fung) 
Could  not  be  kept  from  Jove's  embrace 
By  doors  of  fteel,  and  walls  of  brafs. 
The  reafon  of  the  thing  is  clear  ; 
Would  Jove  the  naked  truth  aver  : 
Cupid  was  with  him  of  the  party  ; 
And  fhew'd  himfelf  fincere  and  hearty  : 
For,  give  that  whipller  but  hi;  errand; 
He  takes  my  Lord  Chief  Juftice'  warrant ; 
Dauntlefs  as  death  away  he  walks  ; 
Breaks  the  doors  open  ;  fnaps  the  locks ; 
Searches  the  parlour,  chamber,  iludy  j 
Nor  flops  'till  he  has  Culprit's  body. 

Since 
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Since  this  has  been  authentic  truth, 
By  age  deliver'd  down  to  youth  ; 
Tell  us,   miftaken  hufband  tell  us, 
Why  fo  myfterious,  vvhy  fo  jealous  ? 
Does  the  reftraint,  the  bolt,  the  bar 
Make  us  lefs  curious,   her  lefs  fair  ? 
The  fpy,  which  does  this  treafure  keep. 
Does  fhe  ne'er  fay  her  prayers,  lior  fleep  ? 
Does  fhe  to  no  excefs  incline  ? 
Does  Ihe  fly  mufick,  mirth,  and  wine  ? 
Or  have  not  gold  and  flattery  power, 
To  purchafe  one  unguarded  hour  ? 

Your  care  does  farther  yet  extend  : 

That  fpy  is  guarded  by  your  friend. ^ 

But  has  this  friend  nor  eye,  nor  heart  ? 
May  he  not  feel  the  cruel  dart, 
Which,  foon  or  late,  all  mortals  feel  ? 
May  he  not,  with  too  tender  zeal. 
Give  the  fair  pris'ner  caufe  to  fee. 
How  much  he  wifhes,  fhe  were  free  * 
May  he  not  craftily  infer 
The  rules  of  friendfhip  too  fevere, 
Which  chain  him  to  a  hated  trail ; 
Which  make  him  wretched,  to  be  jufl  f 
And  may  not  fhe,  this  darling  ihe, 

Youthful  and  healthy,  flefh  and  blood, 
Eafy  with  him,  ill  us'd  by  thee. 

Allow  this  logic  to  be  good  f 

K  2  Sir, 
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Sir,  will  your  queftions  never  end  ? 
I  trufl:  to  neither  fpy  nor  friend. 
Jn  fhurt,  I  keep  her  from  the  nght 
Of  every  human  face. — She'll  write. 

From  pen  and  paper  Ihe's  debarr'd. 

Has  Ihe  a  bodkin  and  a  card  ? 

She'll  prick  her  mind. She  will  you  fay  : 

But  how  fliall  Ihe  that  mind  convey.'' 
1  keep  her  in  one  room  :  I  lock  it : 
The  key  (look  here)  is  in  this  pocket. 
The  key- hole,  is  that  left  ?  moil  certain, 
She'll  thruit  her  letter  through — Sir  Martin. 

Dear  angry  friend,  what  mull;  be  done  ? 

Is  there  no  way? There  is  but  one. 

,Send  her  abroad  ;  and  let  her  fee. 

That  all  this  mingled  mafs,  v.'hich  flic 

Being  forbidden  longs  to  know, 

Is  a  dull  farce,  an  empty  fhow. 

Powder,  and  pocket-glafs,  and  beau; 

A  ftaple  of  romance  and  lies, 

Falfe  tears,   and  real  perjuries  : 

Where  fighs  and  looks  are  bought  and  fold ; 

And  love  is  made  but  to  be  told: 

Where  the  fat  bawd,  and  lavifn  heir 

The  fpolls  of  ruin'd  beauty  fhare : 

/ind  youth  feduced  from  friends  and  fame. 

Mull  give  up  age  to  want  and  fhame. 

Let  her  behold  the  frantic  fcene, 

The  women  wretched,   falfe  the  men  : 

And 
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And  when,  tliefe  certain  ills  to  (liun. 
She  would  to  thy  embraces  run  ; 
Receive  her  with  extended  arms  : 
Seem  more  delighted  with  her  charms  : 
Wait  onhcr  to  the  park  and  play  : 
Put  on  good  humour ;  make  her  gay  : 
Be  to  her  virtues  very  kind  ; 
Be  to  her  faults  a  little  blind  ; 
Let  all  her  ways  be  unconnn'd  : 
And  clap  your  padlock — on  her  mind. 
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ANS  CARVEL,  impotent  and  old. 
Married  a  lafs  of  London  mould  : 
Handfomcy?  enough  ;  extremely  gay  : 
Lov'd  mufic,  company,  and  play  : 
High  flights  fhe  had,  and  wit  at  will  : 
And  fo  her  tongue  lay  feldom  ilill : 
For  in  all  viHts  who  but  Ihe. 
To  argue,  or  to  repartee  ? 

She  made  it  plain,   that  human  paflion 
Was  order'd  by  predeftination  ; 

¥.  3  That 
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That  if  weak  women  went  aftray, 
Their  ftars  were  more  in  fault  than  they; 
Whole  tragedies  fhe  had  by  heart ; 
Entered  into  Roxana's  part : 
To  triumph  in  her  rival's  blood, 
The  a£iion  certainly  was  good. 
How  like  a  vine  young  Ammon  curl'd  I 
Oh  that  dear  conqueror  of  the  world  1 
She  pitied  Betterton  in  age, 
That  rldicul'd  the  god-like  rage. 

She,   firll  of  all  the  town,  was  told. 
Where  newefl  India  things  were  fold  : 
So  in  a  morning,  without  bodice, 
Slipt  fometimes  out  to  Mrs.  Thody's  ; 
To  cheapen  tea,  to  buy  a  fcretfn  : 
What  elfe  could  fo  much  virtue  mean  } 
For  to  prevent  the  leaft  reproach, 
Betty  went  with  her  in  the  coach. 

But  when  no  very  great  affair 
Excited  her  peculiar  care  ; 
She  without  fail  was  wak'd  r^t  ten  ; 
Drank  chocolate,  then  flept  again  : 
At  twelve  fhe  rofe  ;  with  much  ado 
Her  cloaths  were  huddled  on  by  two  j 
Then,  does  my  lady  dine  at  home  ? 
Yes  fure  ; — .but  is  the  Colonel  come  ? 
Next,   how  to  fpend  the  afternoon, 
And  not  come  home  again  too  foon  ; 
The  Change,  the  City,  or  the  Play, 
As  each  was  proper  for  the  day : 


A  turn 
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A  tnrn  in  fummcr  to  Hyde-Park, 
When  it  grew  tolerably  dark. 

Wife's  plcafare  caufes  hufband's  pain; 
Strange  fancies  come  in  Hans's  brain  : 
He  thought  of  what  he  did  not  name  ; 
And  would  reform,  but  durft  not  blame« 
At  firft  he  therefore  preach'd  his  wife 
Tlie  comforts  of  a  pious  life : 
Told  her,  how  tranfient  beauty  was ; 
That  all  muft  die,  and  flefh  was  grafs : 
He  bought  her  fermons,  pfalms  and  graces  j 
And  doubled  down  the  ufeful  places. 
But  ftill  the  weight  of  worldly  care 
Allowed  her  little  time  for  prayer  : 
And  Cleopatra*  v/as  read  o'er, 
While  Scotf,  and  Wake  J,  and  twenty  more, 
That  teach  one  to  deny  one's  felf. 
Stood  unmoleiled  on  the  fhelf. 
An  unteuch'd  bible  grac'd  her  toilet : 
No  fear  that  thumb  of  her's  fhould  fpoil  It. 
In  fhort,  the  trade  was  ftill  the  fame  : 
The  dame  went  oat,  the  colonel  came, 

•  Cleopatra  is  a  novel  much  read  by  the  ladies  in  the 
laft  century. 

f  Dr.  John  Scot,  rector  of  St.  Giles  in  the  Fields,  and 
Author  of  the  Chriftian  Life,  in  5  vols. 

X  Dr.  William  V/ake,  afterwards  archbifliop  of  Can- 
terbury. 

K  4  What's 
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What's  to  be  done  ?  poor  Carvel  cry'd  : 
Another  battery  muft  be  try'd  : 
What  if  to  fpells  I  had  recourfe  ? 
'Tis  but  to  hinder  fomething  worfe. 
The  end  murt  juftify  the  means  : 
He  only  fins  who  ill  intends : 
Since  therefore  'tis  to  combat  evil  ; 
'Tis  lawful  to  employ  the  devil. 

Forthwith  the  devil  did  appear 
(For  name  him  and  he's  always  near) 
Not  in  the  fliape  in  which  he  plies 
At  Mifs's  elbow  v.hen  (he  lies  ; 
Or  ftands  before  the  nurfery  doors. 
To  take  the  naughtv  boy  that  roars : 
But  without  fav/cer  eye  or  claw, 
Like  a  grave  barrifcer  at  law. 

Hans  Carvel,  lay  afide  your  grief. 
The  devil  fays ;  I  bring  relief. 
Relief,  fays  Hans  :  pray  let  me  crave 
Your  name,  Sir,  —  Satan — Sir,  your  flave  ; 
I  did  not  look  upon  your  feet : 

You'll  pardon  me  :r-^ Ay  now  I  fee't : 

And  pray.  Sir,  when  came  you  from  hell  ? 
Our  friends  there,  did  you  leave  them  well  ? 
All  well ;  but  pr'ythee,   honefl  Hans, 
(Says  Satan)  leave  your  complaifance  ; 
The  truth  is  this  :  I  cannot  rtay 
Flaring  in  fun-fliine  all  the  day  : 
For,  a7tre  -nous,  we  belli fh  fprites, 
XiOve  more  the  frefco  of  the  nights ; 

Ana 
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And  oftener  our  receipts  convey 

In  dreams,  than  any  other  way. 

I  tell  you  therefore  as  a  friend. 

Ere  morning  dawns,  your  fears  fhall  end: 

Go  then  this  evening,  mafter  Carvel, 

Lay  down  your  fowls,  and  broach  your  barrel ; 

Let  friends  and  wine  difTolve  your  care  ; 

Whilll  I  the  great  receipt  prepare  : 

To  night  I'll  bring  it,   by  my  faith; 
Believe  for  once  what  Sata.i  faith. 

Away  went  Hans :  glad  ?   not  a  little  ; 
Obey'd  the  devil  to  a  tittle  ; 
Invited  friends  fome  half*  a  dozen. 
The  colonel  and  my  lady's  coulin. 
The  meat  was  ferv'd  ;   the  bosvis  were  crown'd; 
Catches  were  fung  ;  and  healths  went  round  ; 
Barbadoes  waters  for  the  clofe  ; 
'Till  Hans  had  fairly  got  his  dofe  : 
The  colonel  toalled  to  the  bell: : 
The  Dame  mov'd  oiF,  to  be  undrefl: : 
The  chimes  went  twelve  :  the  guefts  withdrew : 
Biit  when,  or  how,  Hans  hardly  knew. 
Some  modern  anecdotes  aver, 
He  nodded  in  his  elbov/  chair  ; 
From  thence  was  carry'd  off  to  bed  : 
John  held  his  heels,  and  Nan  his  head. 
My  lady  was  dillurb'd  :   new  forrow  ! 
Which  Hans  muft  anfwer  for  to-morrow. 

In  bed  then  view  this  h  ippy  pair  ; 
And  think  how  Hynien  trlumph'd  there. 

Hans 
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Hans  fad  aileep,  as  foon  as  laid  ; 

The  duty  of  the  night  unpaid  : 

The  waking  dame,  with  thoughts  oppreft, 

That  made  her  hate  both  him  and  reft: 

By  fuch  a  hufband,  fuch  a  wife  ! 

'Twas  Acme's  and  Septimius'  life  : 

The  lady  figh'd  :   the  lover  fnor'd  : 

The  pundlual  devil  kept  his  word  : 

Appeared  to  honell  Hans  again  : 

But  not  at  all  by  madam  feen  : 

And  giving  him  a  magic  ring. 

Fit  for  the  finger  of  a  king  ; 

Dear  Hans,  faid  he,  this  jewel  take. 

And  wear  it  long  for  Satan's  fake  : 

'Twill  do  your  bufinefs  to  a  hair  : 

For,   long  as  you  this  ring  Ihall  wear, 

As  fure  as  I  look  over  Lincoln, 

That  n^'cr  fhall  happen  which  you  think  on. 

Hans  took  the  ring  with  joy  extream ; 
(All  this  v/as  only  in  a  dream) 
And,  thruiling  it  beyond  his  joint, 
'Tis  done,  he  cry'd  :  I've  gain'd  my  point. — 
What  point,  faid  Ihe,  you  ugly  beaft  ? 
You  neither  give  me  joy  nor  reft  : 
'Tis  done.— What's  done,  you  drunken  bear  r 
You've  thruft  your  finger  G — d  knows  where. 
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1   IRE,  water,  woman,  are  man's  ruin  ; 
Says  wife  profefTor  Vander  Briiin. 
By  flames  a  houfe  I  hir'd  was  loft 
Xafl:  year  :  and  I  muft  pay  the  coft. 
This  fpring  the  rains  o'erflow'd  my  ground  ; 
And  my  beil  Flanders  mare  was  drown'd. 
A  flave  I  am  to  Clara's  eyes  : 
The  gipfey  knows  her  power,  and  flies. 
Fire,  water,  woman,  are  m.y  ruin  : 
And  great  thy  wifdom,  Vander  Briiin. 


PAULO 
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PAULO   PURGANTI 

AND 

HIS  W       I       F       E  : 

A       N 

HONEST,      BUT      A      SIMPLE      PAIR. 

Eft  enim  quicldam,idq\)e  intelligitiir  in  omni  virtute,  quod 
deceat :  quod  cogitatione  magis  a  virtute  poteft  quiim 
re  feparari.  Cic.  de  Off.  L.  2. 


B, 


►  EYOND  the  fixed  and  fettled  rules 
Of  vice  and  virtue  in  the  fchools. 
Beyond  the  letter  of  the  law. 
Which  keeps  our  men  and  maids  in  awe. 
The  better  fort  fhould  fet  before  'ein 
A  grace,  a  manner,  a  decorum  ; 
Something,  that  gives  their  acls  a  light ; 
Makes  'em  not  only  juft,  but  bright ; 
And  fets  them  in  that  open  fame. 
Which  witty  malice  cannot  blame. 

For  'tis  in  life,  as  'tis  in  painting  : 
Much  may  be  right,  yet  much  be  wanting; 
From  lines  drawn  true,  our  eye  may  trace 
A  foot,  a  knee,  a  hand,  a  face : 
May  juilly  own  the  pidure  wrought 
Exad  to  rule,  exempt  from  feult : 

Yet 
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Vet,    if  the  colouring  be  not  there. 
The  Titian  ftrolce,  the  Guide  air  ; 
To  niceft  judgment  fhow  the  piece  ; 
At  beft  'twill  only  not  difpleafe : 
It  would  not  gain  on  Jerfey's  eye  : 
Bradford  would  frown,  and  fet  it  by. 

Thus  in  the  pifture  of  our  mind 
The  adion  may  be  well  defign'd  ; 
Guided  by  law,  and  bound  by  duty; 
Yet  want  this  Je  ne  fijay  quoi  of  beauty  : 
And  though  it's  error  may  be  fuch. 

As  ^  Knags  and  Burgefs  cannot  hit ; 
It  yet  may  feel  the  nicer  touch 

Of  Wicherley's  or  Congreve's  wit. 

What  is  this  talk  ?   replies  a  friend. 
And  where  will  this  dry  moral  end  ? 
The  truth  of  what  you  here  lay  down  "% 

By  fome  example  fhould  be  fiiown.  ?• 

With  all  my  heart, — for  once  ;  read  on.  * 

An  honeft,  but  a  fimple  pair  "^ 

(And  twenty  other  I  forbear)  r 

May  ferve  to  make  this  Thefis  clear.  ^ 

A  Doclor  of  great  fkill  and  fame, 
Paulo  Purganti  was  his  name, 
Had  a  good,  comely,  virtuous  wife  ; 
No  woman  led  a  better  life  : 

*  Two  divines.     Knags  was  LetTlurer  of  St.  Giles  In 
the  Fields  ;  Burgefs  a  Diflenter. 

She 
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She  to  intrigues  was  cv'ii  hard-hearted  ; 
She  chuckl'd  when  a  Bawd  was  carted  ; 
And  thought  the  nation  ne'er  would  thrive^ 
'Till  all  the  whores  were  burnt  alive. 

On  married,  men,  that  dar'd  be  bad. 
She  thought  no  mercy  fhould  be  had  ; 
They  fhould  be  hang'd,  or  ftarv'd,  or  flead. 
Or  ferv'd  like  Romilh  priefts  in  Swede.—— 
In  fhort,  all  lewdnefs  fhe  defy'd  : 
And  ftifF  was  her  parochial  pride. 

Yet,  in  an  honeft  way,  the  dame 
Was  a  great  lover  of  that  fame  ; 
And  could  from  fcripture  take  her  cue. 
That  hufbands  fhould  give  wives  their  due-. 

Her  prudence  did  fo  jufliy  fleer 
Between  the  gay  and  the  fevere, 
That  if  in  fome  regards  flie  chofc 
To  curb  poor  Paulo  in  too  clofe  ; 
In  others  fhe  relaxed  again, 
And  govern'd  with  a  loofer  reign. 

Thus  though  file  fl:ri£lly  did  confine 
•    The  doflor  from  excefs  of  wine  : 
With  oyfters,  eggs,  and  vermicelli. 
She  let  him  almoft  burft  his  belly  : 
Thus  drying  coffee  was  deny'd  : 
But  chocolate  that  lofs  fupply'd  : 
And  for  tobacco  (who  could  bear  it) 
Filthy  concomitant  of  claret  ! 
(Blefl  revolution  !)  one  might  fee 
Eringo  roots,  and  bohea  tea. 

She 
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She  often  fet  the  doftor's  band. 
And  ftroak'd  his  beard,  and  fqueez'd  his  hand: 
Kindly  coniphiin'd,  that  after  noon 
He  went  to  pore  on  books  too  foon  : 
She  held  it  whoiefomer  by  much. 
To  reft  a  little  on  the  couch  : 
About  his  waift  in  bed  a-nights 
She  clung  fo  clofe — for  fear  of  fprites. 
•   The  Dodior  underftood  the  call  ; 
But  had  not  always  wherewithal. 

The  lion's  Ikin  too  fhort,  you  know, 
(As  Plutarch's  Morals  finely  Ihow) 
Was  lengthened  by  the  fox's  tail  : 
And  art  fupplies,  where  ftrength  may  fail. 

Unwilling  then,  in  arms  to  meet 
The  enemy  he  could  not  beat ; 
He  flrove  to  lengthen  the  campaign. 
And  fave  his  forces  by  chicane. 
Fabius,  the  Roman  chief,  who  thus 
By  fair  retreat  grew  Maximus, 
Shows  us,  that  all  the  warrior  can  do 
With  force  inferior,  is  Cunctando. 

One  day  then,  as  the  foe  drew  near. 
With  love,  and  joy,  and  life,  and  dear  ; 
Our  don,  who  knew  this  tittle  tattle 
Did,  fure  as  trumpet,  call  to  battle  : 
Thought  it  extremely  a  propos. 
To  ward  againft  the  coming  blow  : 
To  ward  :   but  how  ?   Ay,  there's  the  queftion  ; 
Fierce  the  aflault,  unarmed  the  balHon. 

The 
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The  Jo(Stcr  felgn'd  a  ftrange  furprize  : 
He  felt  her  pulfe  ;  he  view'd  her  eyes  ; 
That  beat  too  fait  :  thefe  rowl'd  too  quick: 
She  was,  he  faid,  or  would  be  fick  :■/• 
He  judg'd  It  abfolutely  good, 
That  Hie  fliould  purge  and  cleanfe  her  blood, 
Spaw  waters  for  that  end  were  got  : 
If  they  paft  eafily  or  not, 
Vv^hat  matters  it  ?  the  lady's  fever 
Continued  violent  as  ever. 

For  a  diHemper  of  this  kind, 
(Blackniore*  and  Plans f  are  of  my  mind,) 
If  once  it  youthful  blood  infefts, 
And  chiefly  of  the  female  fex  ; 
Is  fcarce  remov'd  by  pill  or  potion  ; 
Whate'er  might  be  our  doctor's  notion. 

One  lucklefs  night  then,  as  in  bed 
The  dodlor  and  the  dame  were  laid  ; 
Again  this  cruel  fever  came, 
High  pulfe,  fhort  breath,  and  blood  in  flame. 
What  meafures  {hall  poor  Paulo  keep 

w; 

She, 

And  won't  allow  him  reft  though  waking. 
Sad  ftatc  of  matters  !   when  we  dare 
Nor  aik  for  peace,  nor  offer  war ; 


lat  meafures  {hall  poor  Paulo  keep  ^ 

iVith  madam  in  this  piteous  taking  ?  f 

;,  like  Macbeth,  has  murdered  fleep,  C 

\nd  won't  allow  him  reft  though  waking;.  J 


*  Sir  Richard  Blackmore, 
f  Sir  Edward  Hanr.es. 

Nor 
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Nor  Llvy  nor  Comines  have  lliown, 
What  in  this  jundture  may  be  done. 
Grctius  might  own,  that  Paulo's  cafe  is 
Harder,  than  any  which  he  places 
Amongil  his  Belli  and  Pacis, 

He  ftrove,  alas  !    but  ftrove  in  vain. 
By  dint  of  logick  to  maintain. 
That  all  the  fex  was  born  to  griev?, 
Down  to  her  ladyfhip  from  Eve» 
He  rang'd  his  tropes,  and  preach'd  up  patience; 
Baclc'd  his  opinion  with  quotations. 
Divines  and  moralifts  ;  and  run  ye  on 
Quite  through  from  Seneca  to  Bunyan  *. 
As  much  in  vain  he  bid  her  try 
To  fold  her  arms,  and  clofe  her  eye  ; 
Telling  her,  reft  would  do  her  good  ; 
If  any  thing  in  nature  could  : 
So  held  the  Greeks  quite  down  from  Galen, 
Matters  and  princes  of  their  calling  : 
So  all  our  modern  friends  maintaih 
(Though  no  great  Greeks)  in  Warwick-lane* 

Reduce,  my  Mufe,  the  wandering  fong: 
A  tale  fhould  never  be  too  long-. 

The  more  he  talked,  the  more,  fhe  burn'd. 
And  figh'd,  and  toft,  and  groan'd,  and  turn'd  : 

At  laft,  I  vvilli,  faid  fhe,   my  dear 

(And  whifper'd  fomething  in  his  ear.) 


*  Jolm  Bunyan,  autlior  of  the  Pilgrim's  Progrefs. 
Vol.  r.  L  Yo» 
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Yoo  wifli !  wifh  on,  the  do<5lor  cries  : 
Lord  I  when  will  womankind  be  wife  ? 
What,  in  your  waters  ?  are  you  mad  ? 
Why  poifon  is  not  half  fo  bad. 
I'll  do  it — but  I  giv^e  you  warning  : 
You'll  dye  before  to-morrow  morning.— 
'Tis  kind,  my  dear,  what  you  advife  ; 
The  lady  with  a  figh  replies ! 
But  life  you  know,  at  beft  is  pain  : 
And  death  is  what  we  Ihould  difdain. 
So  do  it  therefore,  and  adieu  : 
For  I  will  die  for  love  of  you. 
Let  wanton  wives  by  death  be  fcar'd  : 
But,  to  my  comfort,  I'm  prepar'd. 


THE 

LADLE.. 

A  H  E  fcepticks  think,  *twas  long  ago. 
Since  gods  came  down  incognito: 
To  fee  who  were  their  friends  or  foes^ 
And  how  our  actions  fell  or  rcfe  : 
That  fmce  they  gave  things  their  beginning; 
Andfet  this  whirligig  a  fpinning; 
Supine  they  in  their  Heaven  remain. 
Exempt  from  pafnon,  and  from  pain" 

And 
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And  frankly  leave  us  human  elves, 
'To  cut  and  Jhuffle  for  ourfelves  ; 
To  Hand  or  walk,  to  rife  or  tumble. 
As  matter,  and  as  motion  jumble. 

The  poets  noW}  and  painters  hold 
This  Thefis  both  abfurd  and  bold  : 
And  your  good-natur'd  godsj  they  fayj 
Defcend  fome  twice  or  thrice  a-day  : 
Elfe  all  thefe  things  we  toil  fo  hal-d  in. 
Would  not  av^ail  one  fingle  farthing  : 
For,  when  the  hero  we  rehear fe. 
To  grace  his  actions  and  our  verfe; 
*Tis  not  by  dint  of  human  thoughti 
That  to  his  Latium  he  is  brought; 
Iris  defcends  by  Fate*s  commands. 
To  guide  his  fteps  through  foreign  lands  ; 
And  Amphitrite  clears  the  way 
From  rocks  and  quick  fands  in  the  fea. 

And  if  you  {ce  him  in  a  iketch  ; 
(Though  drawn  by  Paulo  or  Carache) 
He  Ihews  not  half  his  force  and  ftrengthj 
Strutting  in  armour,  and  at  length  : 
That  he  may  take  his  proper  figure, 
The  piece  muft  yet  be  four  yards  bigger? 
The  nymphs  couduft  him  to  the*  field  : 
One  holds  his  fwordj  and  one  his  fhield : 
Mars  Handing  by  afferts  his  quarrel : 
And  Fame  flies  after  with  a  lawrel. 

Thefe  points,  I  fay,  of  fpeculation 
(Aj^twere  to  fave  or  fink  t}\e  nation) 

L  2  M'.n 
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Men  idly  learned  will  difpute, 
AfTert,  objeft,  confirm,  refute  : 
Each  mighty  angry,   mighty  right. 
With  equal  arms  falLains  the  fight  ; 
'"I'lll  now  i^o  unipiye  can  agree  'em  : 
So  both  draw  oft"  and  fing  Te  Deun:. 

Is  it  \\\,cqjiil'thr'n. 
If  deities  defcend  or  no  ? 
Then  let  the  affirmative  prevail. 
As  requifite  to  form  my  talc  : 
For  by  all  parties  'tis  confefr,. 
That  thofe  opinions  are  t-he  bell, 
Which  in  their  nature  moU  conduce 
To  prefent  ends,  and  private  ufe. 

Two  gods  came  therefore  from  above. 
One  Mercury,  the  t'other  Jove  : 
The  humour  wa.s  (jt  feems)   to  know. 
If  all  the  favcrurs  thty  bellow. 
Could  from  our  own  Perverfenefs  eafe  us  ; 
And  if  oitr  wifh  enjoy'd  would  pkafe  us. 

Difcsurfing  lajgely  on  this  theme. 
O'er  hills  and  dales  their  godlhips  came  ;► 
'Till,   well  nigh  tir'd  and  almoll  night,. 
They  thought  it  proper  to  alight. 

Note  here,  that  it  as  true  as  odd  is, 
That  in  difguife  a  god  or  goddefs 
pxerts  no  fupernat'ral  powers  ; 
But  afts  on  maxims  much  like  ours. 

They  fpy'd  at  1  alt  a  country  farm, 
Where  all  was  fnug,  and  clean,  arvd  warm; 


Fas 
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For  wriods  before  and  hills  behind 

Secur'd  it  both  from  rain  and  wind  : 

Large  oxen  in  the  fields  were  lowing  : 

Good  grain  was  fow'd ;  good  fruit  was  gi-owing ; 

Of  lafl:  year's  corn  in  barar,  great  ftore  ; 

Fat  tu-rkeys  gobbling  at  the  door: 

And  wealth  (in  fhort)  with  peace  confentcd. 

That  people  here  fhould  live  contented  : 

But  did  they  in  efFedl  do  fo  ? 

Have  patience,  frien-d,  and  thou  fhak  know- 

The  honeft  farmer  and  his  wife. 
To  years  declin'd  from  prime  of  life. 
Had  ftruggled  with  the  marriage  noofe  ; 
As  almoft  every  couple  does-: 
Sometimes,  my  plague  !  fometimes,  my  darling? 
Killing  to  day,  to-morrow  fnarling  ; 
Jointly  fubmitting  to  endure 
That  evil,  which  admits  no  cure. 
Our  orods  the  outward  gates  unbarr'd  ; 
Our  farmer  met  'em  in  the  yard  ; 
Thought  they  were  folks  that  loft  their  way  $ 
And  alk'd  them  civilly  to  ftay  : 
Told  'em,  for  fupper,  or  for  bed 
They  might  go  on,  and  be  worfe  fped. - 

So  faid,  fo  done  :   the  gods  confent : 
All  three  into  the  parlour  went : 
They  complinjent  ;   they  fit;  thcv  chat 5 
Fijjht  o'ei-  the  wars  ;  reform  the  ftate  : 
A  thoufand  knotty  points  they  clear, 
*Till  fnpper  and  my  v.'ife  appear. 

L  3  Jove 
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Jove  made  his  leg,  and  kifs'd  the  dame : 
Obfequious  Hermes  did  the  fame. 
Jove  kifs'd  the  farmer's  wife,  you  fay 
He  did — but  in  an  honeiv  way  : 
Dh  !  not  with  half  that  warmth  and  life. 
With  which  he  kifs'd  Amphitryon's  wife.— 

Well  then,  things  handfomely  were  ferved: 
My  miftrefs  for  the  ftrangers  carved. 
How  ftrong  the  beer,  how  good  the  meat. 
How  loud  they  laugh'd,  how  much  they  eat, 
In  epic  fumptuous  would  appear  ; 
Ifet  fhall  be  pafTed  in  filence  here  : 
For  I  fliould  grieve  to  have  it  faid. 
That  by  a  fine  defcription  led, 
1  made  m^y  epifode  too  long, 
Or  tired  my  friend,  to  grace  my  fong. 

The  grace-cup  ferved  the  cloth  away, 
Jove  thought  it  time  to  fhew  his  play : 
Landlord  and  landlady,  lie  cry'd. 
Folly  and  jelling  laid  afide. 
That  ye  thus  hospitably  live. 
And  ftrangers  with,  good  chear  receive. 
Is  mighty  grateful  to  your  betters. 
And  makes  e'en  gods  themfelves  your  debtors. 
To  give  this  Thefis  plainer  proof, 
You  have  to-night  beneath  your  roof 
A  pair  of  gods :    (nay  never  wonder) 
^his  youth  can  fly.  and  I  can  thunder. 
I'm  Jupiter,  and  he  Mercurius, 
My  page,  my  fon  indeed,  but  fpurlous. 

Foi;tj 
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Form  then  three  wilhes,  you  and  madam  ; 
And  fare,  as  you  already  had  'em. 
The  things  deiir'd  in  half  an  hour. 
Shall  all  be  here,  and  in  your  power. 

Thank  ye,  great  gods,  the  woman  fays : 
Oh  !  may  your  altars  ever  blaze  ! 
A  ladle  for  our  filver  dilh 
Is  what  I  want,  is  what  I  wifli.— — 
A  ladle  !  cries  tlie  man,  a  ladle  ! 
'Odzooks,  Corifca,  you  have  pray'd  ill  | 
What  fhould  be  great,  you  turn  to  farce ; 
I  wifh  the  ladle  in  your  a — ■■ — . 

With  equal  grief  and  lliame  my  Mufe 
The  fequel  of  the  tale  purfues ; 
The  ladle  fell  into  the  room. 
And  ftuck  in  old  Corifca's  bum. 
Our  couple  weep  two  wifhes  pall. 
And  kindly  join  to  form  the  laft  ; 
To  eafe  the  woman's  aukv/ard  pain^ 
And  get  the  ladle  out  again. 

MORAL. 

THIS  commoner  has  worth  and  partg, 
Is  prais'd  for  arms,  or  lov'd  for  arts  : 
His  head  achs  for  a  coronet : 
And  who  is  blefs'd  that  is  not  great  ? 

Some  fenfe,  and  more  eftate,   kind  Heaven 
^o  this  well'lotte^  peer  has  given  : 

L  4  \yhat 
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What  then  ?  he  rnuft  have  rule  and  fway 
And  all  is  wrong,   'till  he's  in  play. 

The  mifer  mull  make  up  his  plumb. 
And  dr.res  not  touch  the  hoarded  fum  ; 
The  fickly  dotard  wants  a  wife, 
To  draw  off"  his  lall  dreos  of  life. 

Againft  our  peace  we  arm  our  will  : 
Amidil  our  plenty,   something  ftill 
For  horfes,  houfes,  piftures,  planting. 
To  thee,  to  me,  to  him  is  wanting.  ■. 
That  cruel  something  unpofTefs'd 
Corrodes  and  leavens  all  the  rell. 
That  fomething,  if  we  could  obtain. 
Would  foon  create  a  future  pain  : 
And  to  the  coffin,  from  the  cradle, 
'Tis  all  a  Willi,  and  all  a  Ladle, 


W  R  I  T- 
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WR  ITT  TEN     AT     PARIS.     MDCC. 

IN     THE     BEGINNING    OF 

ROBE'S        GEOGRAPHY^ 


O 


F  all  that  William  rules,  or  Robe 
J)efcribes,  great  Rhea,  of  thy  globe  ; 
When  or  on  poft-horfe,  or  in  chaire, 
With  much  expence,  and  little  eafe. 
My  deftin'd  milco  I  fhall  have  gone, 
J>y  Thames  or  Maefe,  by  Po  or  Rhone, 
And  found  no  foot  of  earth  ray  own; 
Great  Mother,  let  me  once  -be  able 
To  have  a  garden,  houfe,  and  liable  ; 
That  I  may  read,  and  ride,   and  plant, 
Superior  to  delire,  or  want ; 
And  as  health  fails,  and  years  incrcafe. 
Sit  down,  and  think,  and  die  in  peace. 
Oblige  thy  favourite  undertakers 
To  throw  me  in  but  twenty  acres  : 
This  number  fure  they  may  allow  : 
For  parture  ten,  and  ten  for  plow  ; 
'Tis  all  that  I  would  wifn,  or  hopc_, 
For  me  anj  John,  and  Neil,  and  Crop. 
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TJien,  as  thou  wilt,  dlfpofe  the  reft 
(And  let  not  Fortune  fpoil  the  Jeft) 
To  thofe,  who  at  the  market-rate 
Can  barter  honour  for  eflate. 

Now  if  thou  grant'ft  me  my  requeft. 
To  make  thy  votary  truly  bleft. 
Let  curft  Revenge,  and  faucy  pride 
To  fome  bleak  rock  far  off  be  ty'd ; 
Nor  e^er  approach  my  rural  feat. 
To  tempt  me  to  be  bafe  and  great. 

And,  Goddefs,  tliis  kind  office  done, 
Charge  Venus  to  command  her  fon, 
(Where-ever  elfc  (he  lets  him  rove) 
To  il:iun  my  houfe,  my  ticld,  my  grove  : 
Peace  cannot  du  ell  with  hate  or  love. 

Hear,  gracious  Rhea,  what  I  fay  : 
And  thy  petitioner  fliall  pray. 


^'  R  I  T 
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WRITTEN    IN    THE    BEGINNING 

o     F 

MEZERAY'S 

HISTORY      OF     FRANCE. 


Wi 


I. 


H  A  T  E '  E  R  thy  countrymen  have  done 
By  law  and  wit,  by  fword  and  gun, 

In  thee  is  faithfully  recited  : 
And  all  the  living  world,  that  view 
l^hy  work,  give  thee  the  praifes  due. 

At  once  inllrufted  and  delighted. 

II. 

Yet  for  the  fame  of  all  thefe  deeds, 
What  beggar  in  the  Invalides, 

With  lamenefs  broke,  with  blindnefs  Anitteff, 
Wifii'd  ever  decently  to  die, 
fo  have  been  either  Mezeray, 

Or  any  monarch  he  has  written  ? 

in.  It 
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in. 

It's  ftrange,  dear  author,  yet  it  true  is. 
That,  down  from  Pharamond  to  Loiiisj 

All  covet  life,  yet  call  it  pain  : 
And  feel  the  ill,  yet  fhun  the  cure  : 
Can  fenfe  this  paradox  endure  ? 

Rcfolve  me,  Cambray,  or  Fontaine. 
.      IV. 
The  man  in  graver  tragick  known 
(Though  his  bell,  part  long  fmce  w?ls  done) 

Still  on  the  Ilage  defires  to  tarry  : 
And  he  who  play'd  the  Harlequin, 
After  the  jeft  ftill  loads  the  fcene 

Unwilling  to  retire,  though  weary. 


WRITTEN     1  ^-     THE 

NOUVEAUX     INTERETS 

D    E    S 

PRINCES     DE     L' EUROPE, 

JDLEST  be  the  prince*,  who  have  fought 
For  pompous  names,  or  v/ide  dominion  ; 

Since  by  their  error  we  are  taught, 
That  happjnefs  is  but  opinion. 
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/\nIMULA,  vagula,  blandula, 
Hofpes,  comefque  corporis, 
Quai  nunc  abibls  in  loca, 
PaJlidula,  rigida,  nudula  ? 
Nee,   ut  foles,  dabis  joca. 


BY    MONSIEUR   F  ON  TEN  ELL  E. 

lyl  A  petite  ame,  ma  m'gnonne, 

Tu  t'en  vas  done,  ma  Fille,  Sc  dieu  f^a^he  ou  tu  vas 

Tu  pars  feulette,   nue,  &  tremblotante,  helas! 

Que  deviendra  ton  humeur  foiichonne  ? 

Que  deviendront  tant  de  jolis  ebats  ? 


I  M  I- 
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IMITATED. 


JrOOR  little,  pretty,  flattering  thing, 

Muft  we  no  longer  live  together  ? 
And  doft  thou  prune  thy  trembling  wing ; 

To  take  thy  flight  thou  know'il  not  whither  ? 
Thy  humorous  vein,  thy  pleafing  folly 

Lies  all  neglefted,  all  forgot: 
And  penfive,  wavering,  melancholy, 

Thou  dread'il  and  hop'ft  thou  know'il  not  what* 


A    PASSAGE    IN    THE 

MORI^  ENCOMIUM  OF  ERASMUS 

IMITATED. 


I 


N  awful  pomp,  and  melancholy  ftate. 
Sec  fettled  Reafon  on  the  judgment  feat ; 
Around  her  croud  Diftrult,  and  Doubt,  and  Fear, 
And  thoughtful  Forelight,  and  tormenting  Care : 
Far  from  the  throne,  the  trembling  Pleafures  Hand, 
Chain'd  up,  or  exil'd  by  her  ilern  command. 

Wretched 
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Wretched  her  fubjedls,  gloomy  fits  the  queen; 
'Till  happy  Chance  reverts  the  cruel  fcene ; 
And  apiih  Folly  with  her  wild  refort 
Of  wit  and  j eft  dilturbs  the  folemn  court. 

See  the  fantalHc  minllrelfy  advance. 
To  breathe  the  Cong,  and  animate  the  dance* 
Bleil  the  ufnrper  !  happy  the  furprize  ! 
Her  mimic  poftures  catch  our  eager  eyes : 
Her  jingling  bells  affect  our  captive  ear: 
And  in  the  fights  we  fee,  and  founds  we  hear, 
Againft  our  judgment  fhe  our  fenfe  employs: 
The  laws  of  troubled  Reafon  fhe  deflroys: 
And  in  her  place  rejoices  to  indite 
Wild  fc hemes  of  mirth 5  and  plans  of  loofe  delight. 


T    O 
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T       O 

DR.       SHERLOCK,  * 

ON        HIS 

PRACTICAL      DISCOURSE 
CONCERNING     DEATH, 


r  ORGIVE  the  Mufe,  who  In  unhallow'd ftrains 
The  Saint  one  moment  from  his  God  detains  : 
For  fure,  whatever  you  do,  where-e'er  you  are, 
'Tis  all  but  one  good  work,  one  conflant  prayer: 
Forgive  her  ;  and  intreat  that  God,  to  whom 
Thy  favour'd  vows  with  kind  acceptance  come. 
To  raife  her  notes  to  that  fublime  degree. 
Which  fuits  a  fong  of  piety  and  thee. 

Wond'rous  good  man  !  whofe  labours  may  repel 
The  force  of  fin,  may  ftop  the  rage  of  hell  : 
Thou,  like  the  Baptill,  from  thy  God  waft  fent 
The  crying  voice,  to  bid  the  world  repent. 

*  Dr.  William  Sherlock,  mafter  of  the  Temple ;  father 
of  Dr.  Thoir.as  Sherlock,  late  Bifhop  of  London. 

The 
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The  Youth  fhall  ftudy,  and  no  more  engage 
Their  flattering  wifhes  for  uncertain  age  ; 
No  more  with  fruitlefs  care,  and  cheated  ftrxfe , 
Chafe  fleeting  Pleafure  through  this  maze  of  life: 
Finding  the  wretched  all  they  here  can  have. 
But  prefent  food,  and  but  a  future  grave  : 
Each,  great  as  Philip's  vitlor  fon,  flaall  view 
This  abjeiil  world,   and  weeping,  afk  a  new. 
Decrepid  Age  fliall  read  thee,  and  confefs. 
Thy  labours  can  aflwage,  where  medicines  ceafe  : 
Shall  blefs  thy  words,  their  wounded  foul's  relief. 
The  drops  that  fweeten  their  laft  dregs- of  life  : 
Shall  look  to  Heaven,  and  laugh  at  all  beneath  : 
Own  riches  gather'd,  trouble  ;   fame  a  breath  ; 
And  Life  an  ill,  whofe  only  cure  is  Death. 

Thy  even  thoughts  with  lb  much  plainnefs  flow. 
Their  fenfe  untutor'd  Infancy  may  know  : 
Yet  to  fuch  height  is  all  that  plainnefs  wrought. 
Wit  may  admire,  and  letter'd  Pride  be  taught : 
Eafy  in  words,  thy  ftyle  in  fenfe  fublime, 

On  it's  bleft  fteps  each  age  and 
*Tis  like  the  ladder  in  the  Patriar 

It's  foot  on  earth,  it's  height  above  the  flcics, 
DifFus'd  it's  virtue,  boundlefs  is  it's  power  : 
'Tis  publick  health,  and  univerfal  cure  : 
Of  heavenly  Manna,  'tis  a  fecond  feaft  ; 
A  nation's  food,  and  all  to  every  taile. 

To  it's  laft  height  mad  Britain's  guilt  was  rear'd  .• 
And  various  death  for  various  crimes  Ihs  fear'd. 

Vol.  I.  M  W  th 
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With  your  kind  work  her  drooping  hopes  revive  : 
You  bid  her  read,  Fepent,  adore,  and  live  : 
You  wreft  the  bolt  from  Heaven's  avenging  hand  ; 
Stop  ready  death,  and  fave  a  finking  land. 

O  !  fave  us  ftill :  Hill  blefs  us  with  thy  ftay  : 
O  !  want  thy  Heaven,  'till  v/e  have  learnt  the  way 
Refufe  to  leave  thy  dellin'd  charge  too  foon  : 
And  for  the  church's  good,  defer  thy  own. 
O  !  live  ;  and  let  thy  works  urge  our  belief 
Live  to  explain  thy  do6lrine  by  thy  life  ; 
*Till  future  Infancy,  baptiz'd  b^'  thee. 
Grow  ripe  in  years,  and  old  In  piety  ; 
'Till  Chrillians,  yet  unborn,  be  taught  to  die. 

Then  in  full  age,  and  hoary  holinefs. 
Retire,  great  teacher  1    to  thy  promis'd  blifs : 
Untouch'd  thy  tomb,   uninjur'd  be  thy  duft. 
As  thy  own  fame  among  the  future  juft  ; 
'Till  in  laft  founds- the  dreadful  trumpet  fpeaks: 
'Till  Judgment  calls ;  and  quicken'd  Nature  wakes: 
'Till  through  the  utmoft  earth,  and  deepeft  fea. 
Our  fcatter'd  Atoms  find  their  deftin'd  way. 
In  haAe  to  cloath  their  kindred  fouls  again, 
Perfeft  our  ftate,  and  build  immortal  man  : 
Then  fearlefs  thou,  who  well  fuftain'ft  the  fight. 
To  paths  of  joy,  or  trafts  of  endlefs  light. 
Lead  up  all,  thofe  v/ho  heard  thee,  and  believ'd 
'Midll  thy  Qwn  flock,  great  ihepherd,  be  receiv 
And  glad  all  Heaven  with  millions  thou  hafl  fav'd 


iv'd.  J 


C  AR^ 


M.      P    R    I    O    R»  IS 


CARMEN      SECULAR  E, 

FOk     THE     YEAR     M  D  C  C. 

TO        THE        KING. 

Afpice,  venture  Isetentur  ut  omnia  faec'lo  : 
O  mihi  tam  longae  maneat  pars  ultima  vitse 
Spiritus,  &  quantum  fat  erit  tua  dicere  fa6la ! 

Virg.  Eclog.  4. 

I. 

X  H  Y  elder  look,  great  Janusj  call 
Into  the  long  records  of  ages  paft : 
Review  the  years  in  faireft  adlion  dreft 
With  noted  white,  fuperior  to  the  reftj 
^ras  deriv'd,  and  chronicles  begun. 
From  empires  founded,  and  from  battles  won  : 
Show  all  the  fpoils  by  valiant  kings  atchiev'd  ; 
And  groaning  nations  by  their  arms  reliev'd. 
The  wounds  of  patriots  in  their  country's  caule. 
And  happy  power  faftain'd  by  wholefome  laws  ; 
In  comely  rank  call  every  merit  forth  : 
Imprint  on  every  aft  it's  ftandard  worth  ; 
The  glorious  parallels  then  downward  bring 
To  modern  wonders,  and  to  Britain's  king  : 

M  s  With 
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With  equal  juilice  and  hifloric  care,         ,  ^ 

Their  laws,  their  toils,  their  arms  with  his  compared ; 
Confefs  the  various  attributes  of  fame 
Colleded  and  compleat  in  William's  name  : 

To  all  the  lillening  world  relate, 
(As  thou  doft  his  llory  read), 

That  nothing  went  before  fo  great. 
And  nothing  greater  can  fucceed, 
II. 
Thy  native  Latium  was  thy  darling  care, 
Prudent  in  peace,  and  terrible  in  war  : 
The  boldeft  virtues  tliat  have  govern'd  earth. 
From  Lati urn's  fruitful  womb  derive  their  birth. 

Then  turn  to  her  fair  written  page  ; 
From  dawning  childhood  to  ellablilh'd  age, 

The  glories  of  her  empire  trace  : 
Confront  the  heroes  of  thy  Roman  race  : 
And  let  the  juileil  palm  the  vidor's  temples  grace 

III. 
The  fon  of  Mars  reduc'd  the  trembling  fwains. 
And  fpread  his  empire  o'er  the  diftant  plains  : 
But  yet  the  Sabines  violated  charms 
Obfcur'd  the  glory  of  his  rifmg  arms. 
Numa  the  rights  of  llridl  religion  knew  ; 
On  every  altar  laid  the  incenfe  due ; 

Unfkill'd  to  dart  the  pointed  fpear. 
Or  lead  the  forward  youth  to  noble  war. 
Stern  Brutus  v/as  with  too  much  horror  good. 
Holding  his  Fafces  ftained  with  filial  blood. 

Fabius 
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Fabius  was  wife,  but  with  excefs  of  care 
He  ftiv'd  his  country;  but  prolong'd  the  war. 
While  Decius,  Paulus,  Curius,  greatly  fought, 

And  by  their  ftridl  examples  taught. 

How  wild  defires  fhould  be  controul'd, 
And  how  much  brighter  virtue  was,  than  gold : 
They  fcarce  their  fwelling  thirll  of  fame  could  hide; 
And  boafted  poverty  with  too  much  pride. 
Excefs  in  youth  made  Scipio  lefs  rever'd : 
And  Cato  dying,  feem  to  own,  he  fear'd. 
Julius  with  honour  tam'd  Rome's  foreign  fopsj 
But  patriots  fell,  e'er  the  didator  rofe. 
And,  while  with  clemency  Augultus  reign'd, 
The  monarch  was  ador'd  ;   the  city  chain'd. 

VI. 
With  jufleft  honour  be  their  merits  dreft; 

But  be  their  failings  too  confell : 

Their  virtue  like  their  Tyber's  flood 
Rolling,  it's  courfe  defign'd  the  country's  good. 
But  oft  the  torrent's  too  impetuous  fpeed 
From  the  low  earth  tore  fome  polluting  weed : 
And  with  the  blood  of  Jove  there  always  ran, 
Jl?ome  viler  part,  fome  tindure  of  the  man, 
V. 

Few  virtues  after  thefe  fo  far  prevail. 
But  that  their  vices  more  than  turn  the  fcale: 
Valour  grown  wild  by  pride,  and  power  by  rage. 

Did  the  true  charms  of  majefly  impair; 
Rome  by  degrees  advancing  more  in  age, 

Shew'd  fad  remains  of  what  had  once  been  fair ; 

'Till 
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'Till  Heaven  a  better  race  of  men  fuppHes : 
And  glory  ihoots  new  beams  from  weftern  Ikies* 

VI. 
Turn  then  to  Pharamond,  and  Charlemain, 
And  the  long  heroes  of  the  Gallic  ftrain  ; 
Experienced  chiefs,  for  hardy  prowefs  known, 
And  bloody  wreaths  in  venturous  battles  won. 
From  the  firft  William,  our  great  Norman  king. 
The  bold  Plantagenets,  and  Tudors  bring  ; 
Illuflrious  virtues,  who  by  turns  have  rofe. 
In  foreign  fields  to  check  Britannia's  foes  : 
With  happy  laws  her  empire  to  fullain  ; 
And  with  full  power  aflert  her  ambient  main. 
But  fometimes  too  induftrious  to  be  great. 
Nor  patient  to  expeft  the  turns  of  fate, 
They  open'd  camps  deform'd  by  civil  fight. 
And  made  proud  conqueft  trample  over  right  j 
Difparted  Britain  mourn'd  their  doubtful  fway. 
And  dreaded  both  when  neither  would  obey. 
VII. 
From  Didier  and  imperial  Adolph  trace. 
The  glorious  offspring  of  the  NalTau  race, 
Devoted  lives  to  public  liberty  ; 
The  chief  ftill  dying,  or  the  country  free. 
Then  fee  the  kindred  blood  of  Orange  flow, 
From  warlike  Cornet,  through  the  loins  of  Beau  | 
Through  Chalon  next,  and  there  with  NafTau  join,  • 
From  Rhone's  fair  banks  tranfplanted  to  the  Rhine. 
Bring  next  the  royal  lift  of  Stuarts  forth. 
Undaunted  minds  that  rul'd  the  rugged  north; 

'TiJl 
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*TIllHeaven's  decrees  by  ripening  tinjes  are  fhown;  1 
'Till  Scotland's  kings  afcend  the  Englifh  throne;  F 
And  the  fair  rivals  live  for  ever  one.  ^ 

VIII. 

Janus,  mighty  deity^ 
Be  kind  :  and,  as  thy  fearching  eye 
Does  our  modern  ftory  trace 
Finding  fome  of  Stuart's  face  * 

Unhappy,  pafs  their  annals  by : 
No  harfh  refledioe.  let  remembrance  raife  ? 
Forbear  to  mention  v/hat  thou  canft  not  praife: 
But  as  thou  dweirit  upon  that  heavenly  *  name. 
To  grief  for  ever  facred,  as  to  fame, 
Oh !  read  it  to  thy  felf ;.  in  filence  weep  ; 
And  thy  convulfive  forrows  inward  keep  | 
Left  Britain's  grief  ihould  waken  at  the  found  j 
And  blood  gufh  frefh  from  her  eternal  wound. 
IX. 

Whither  would'ft  thou  further  look? 
Read  William's  a.&s,  and  clofe  the  ample  booke 
Perufe  the  wonders  of  his  dawning  life : 

How,  like  Alcides,  he  began  ; 
With  infant  patience  calm'd  feditious  ftrife. 
And  quell'd  the  fnakes  which  round  his  cradle  rarj/i 
X. 

Defcribe  his  youth,  attentive  to  alarms. 
By  dangers  form'd,  and  pcrfeded  in  arms : 

•  Mary. 

M  4  Whc» 
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When  conqu'ring,  mild;  when  conquer'd,   not  dif- 

grac'd  ; 
By  wrongs  not  lefTen'd,  nor  by  triumphs  rais'd  : 
Superior  to  the  blind  events  ; 
Of  little  human  accidents ; 
And  conftant  to  his  firft  decree. 
To  curb  the  proud,  to  fet  the  injur'd  free  ; 
To  bow  the  haughty  neck,  and  raife  the  fuppliant 
knee. 

XI, 
His  opening  years  to  riper  manhood  bring  ; 
And  fee  the  hero  perfeft  in  the  king : 
Imperious  arms  by  manly  reafon  fway'd, 
And  power  fupfeme  by  free  confent  cbey'd  ; 
With  how  much  hafte  his  mercy  meets  his  foes  : 
And  how  unbounded  his  forgivenefs  flows ; 
With  what  defire  he  makes  his  fubjefts  blefs'd. 
His  favours  granted  ere  his  throne  addrefs'd  : 
What  trophies  o'er  our  caotiv'd  hearts  he  rears, 
Bv  arts  of  peace  more  potent,  than  by  wars : 
How  o'er  himfelf,  as  o'er  the  world,  he  reigns, 
His  morals  firengthening,  what  his  law  ordains. 

XII. 
Through  all  his  thread  of  life  already  fpun. 
Becoming  grace  and  proper  aftion  run  : 
The  piece  by  Virtue's  equal  hand  is  wrought, 
Mixt  with  no  crime,  and  fhaded  with  no  fault ; 

No  footfteps  of  the  vigor's  rage 
Left  in  the  camp  where  William  did  engage  : 

No 
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No  tinflure  of  the  monarch's  pride 

Upon  the  royal  purple  fpy'd  : 

His  fame,  like  gold,  the  more  'tis  try'd. 
The  more  fliall  it's  intrinfick  worth  proclaim  ; 
Shall  pafs  the  combat  of  the  fearching  flame. 

And  triumph  o'er  the  vanquiih'd  heat. 
For  ever  coming  out  the  fame. 
And  lofing  not  it's  lullre  nor  it's  weight. 
XIII. 

Janus,  be  to  William  jull; 
To  faithful  hillory  his  aftions  trud  : 

Command  her,  with  peculiar  care 
To  trace  each  toil,  and  comment  every  war: 

His  faving  wonders  bid  her  write 

In  charadters  diftinftly  bright ; 

That  each  revolving  age  may  read 
The  Patriot's  piety,  the  Hero's  deed; 
And  ftill  the  fire  inculcate  to  his  fon 
Tranfmiffive  leffons  of  the  king's  renown; 

That  William's  glory  ftill  may  live  ; 

When  all  that  prefent  art  can  give, 
The  pillar'd  marble,  and  the  tablet  brafs, 

Mouldering,  drop  the  vidor's  praife  : 

When  the  great  monuments  of  his  power 
Shall  now  be  vifible  no  more  : 
When  Sambre  Ihall  have  chang'd  her  winding  flood; 

And  children  alk,  where  Namur  ilood. 


XIV.  Namur, 
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XIV. 
Namur,  proud  city,  how  her  towers  were  arm'd! 

How  (he  contemn'd  the  approaching  foe  : 
*Till  (he  by  William's  trumpets  was  alarm'd, 

And  (hook,  and  funk,  and  fell  beneath  his  blow. 

Jove  and  Pallas,  mighty  powers. 
Guided  the  hero  to  the  hoftile  towers. 
Perfeus  feem'd  lefs  fwift  in  war, 
When,  wing'd  with  fpeed,  he  flew  through  air. 
Embattled  nations  drive  in  vain 
The  hero's  glory  to  reftrain  : 
Streams  arm'd  with  rocks,  and  mountains  red  with 
fire 
In  vain  againft  his  force  confpire. 
Behold  him  from  the  dreadful  height  appear! 
And  lo!  Britannia's  lions  waving  there. 
XV. 
Europe  freed,  and  France  repell'd. 
The  hero  from  the  height  beheld  : 
He  fpake  the  word,  that  war  and  rage  fliould  ceafe; 
He  bid  the  Maefe  and  Rhine  in  fafety  flow  j 
And  diftated  a  lading  peace 
To  the  rejoicing  world  below. 
To  refcu'd  (lates,  and  vindicated  crowns 
His  equal  hand  prefcrib'd  their  ancient  bounds; 
Ordain'd,  whom  every  province  (hould  obey  ; 
How  far  each  monarch  fhould  extend  his  fway  : 
Taught  'em  how  Clemency  made  power  rever'd  j 
And  that  the  prince  belov'd  was  truly  fear'd. 

Firm 
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Firm  by  his  fide  unfpotted  Honour  flood, 
Pleas'd  to  confefs  him  not  fo  great  as  good ; 
His  head  with  brighter  beams  fair  Virtue  deck'd. 
Than  thofe  which  all  his  numerous  crowns  refleft: 
Eftablilh'd  Freedom  clap'd  her  joyful  Wings; 
Proclaim'd  the  firft  of  men,  and  beft  of  kings. 
XVI. 
Whither  would  the  Mufe  afpire 
With  Pindar's  rage,  without  his  fire  ? 
Pardon  me,  Janus,  'twas  a  fault, 
Created  by  too  great  a  thought : 
Mindlefs  of  the  god  and  day, 
I  from  thy  altars,  Janus,  ftray. 
From  thee,  and  from  my  felf  born  far  away. 
The  fierv  Pegafus  difdains 
To  mind  the  rider's  voice,  or  hear  the  reins  : 
When  glorious  fields  and  opening  camps  he  views ; 

He  runs  with  an  unbounded  loofe  : 
Harldly  the  Mufe  can  fit  the  headftrong  horfe ; 
Nor  would  fhe,  if  Ihe  could,  check  his  impetuous 

force  ; 
With  the  glad  noife  the  cliffs  and  vallies  ring; 
While  fhe  through  earth  and  air  purfues  the  king. 

XVII. 
She  now  beholds  him  on  the  Belgic  fliore  ; 
Whilft  Britain's  tears  his  ready  help  implore, 
Diflembling  for  her  fake  his  rifing  cares, 
And  with  wife  iilence  pondering  vengeful  wars. 

She  through  the  raging  ocean  now 
yievvs  him  advancing  his  aufpicious  prow ; 

Com- 
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Combating  adverfe  winds  and  winter  feas, 
Sighing  the  moments  that  defer  cur  eafe  ; 
Daring  to  weild  the  fcepter's  dangerous  weight, 
Aod  taking  the  command,  to  fave  the  ftate ; 
'I'hough  e'er  the  doubtful  gift  can  be  fecur'd. 
New  wars  muft  be  fullain'd,  new  wounds  endur'd. 

XVIII. 
Through  rough  lerne's  camps,  fhe  founds  alarms. 
And  kingdoms  yet  to  be  redeem 'd  by  arms ; 
In  the  dank  marflies  finds  her  glorious  theme  ; 
And  plunges  after  him  through Boyne's  fierce  llream, 
She  bids  the  Nereids  run  with  trembling  hafle. 
To  tell  old  Ocean  how  the  Hero  paft. 
The  God  rebukes  their  fear,  and  owns  the  praife 
Worthy  that  arm,  whofe  empire  he  6beys. 

XIX 
Back  to  his  Albion  Ihe  delights  to  bring 
The  humblell  vidlor,  and  the  kindeii  king. 
Albion  with  open  triumph  would  receive 

H.r  hero,  nor  obtains  his  leave  : 
Firm  he  rejefts  the  altars  flie  would  raife  ; 
And  thanks  the  zeal,  while  he  declines  the  praife. 
Again  flie  follows  him  through  Belgia's  land, 
And  countries  often  fav'd  by  William's  hand  ; 
Hears  joyful  nations  blefs  thofe  happy  toils, 
Which  free'd  the  people  but  return'd  the  fpoils. 
In  various  views  fhe  tries  her  conftant  theme  ; 
'Finds  him  in  councils,  and  in  arms  the  fame  : 
When  certain  to  o'ercome,  inclin'd  to  fave. 
Tardy  to  vengeance,  and  with  mercy  brave. 

XX.  Sudden 
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XX. 

Sudden  another  fcenc  employs  her  fight ; 
She  fets  her  Hero  in  another  light : 
Paints  his  great  mind  fuperior  to  Aiccefs, 
Declining  conqueft,  to  eftablilTi  peace  ; 
She  brings  Aftrea  down  to  earth  again. 
And  Quiet,  brooding  o'er  his  future  reign. 

XXI. 
Then  with  unweary  wing  the  Goddefs  foars  ; 
Eaft  over  Danube  and  Propontis'  fhores  ; 
Where  jarring  empires  ready  to  engage. 
Retard  their  armies,  and  fufpend  their  rage ; 
'Till  William's  word,  like  that  of  Fate,  declares. 
If  they  Ihall  ftudy  peace,  or  lengthen  wars. 
How  facred  his  renown  for  equal  laws. 
To  whom  the  world  defers  its  common  caufe  ! 
How  fair  his  friendihips,  and  his  leagues  how  juft. 
Whom  every  nation  courts,  whom  all  religions  trufti 

XXII. 
From  the  Msotis  to  the  Northern  lea. 
The  goddefs  wings  her  defperate  way  ; 
Sees  the  young  Mufcovite  *,  the  mighty  head, 
Whofe  fovereign  terror  forty  nations  dread, 
Inamour'd  with  a  greater  monarch's  praife. 
And  palling  half  the  earth  to  his  embrace  : 
She  in  his  rule  beholds  his  Volga's  force. 
O'er  precipices  with  impetuous  fway 
Breaking,  and  as  he  rolls  his  rapid  courfe, 
Drgwning,  or  bearing  down,  whatever  raeeti  his  way. 

*  Peter  the  great. 

But 
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But  her  own  king  flie  likens  to  his  Thames, 
With  gentle  courfe  devolving  fruitful  ftreams : 
Serene  yet  ftrong,  majeftick  yet  fedate. 
Swift  without  violence,  without  terror  great. 
Each  ardent  nymph  the  rifing  current  craves ; 
Each  (hepherd's  prayer  retards  the  parting  waves : 
The  vales  along  the  bank  their  fweets  difclofe  : 
Frefli  flowers  for  ever  rife;  and  fruitful  harveft  grows. 

XXIII. 
Yet  whither  would  th'  adventurous  goddefs  go  ? 
Sees  fhe  not  clouds,  and  earth,  and  main  below  ? 
Minds  Ihe  the  dangers  of  the  Lycian  coaft. 
And  fields,  where  mad  Bellerophon  was  lofl:  ? 

Or  is  her  towering  flight  reclaim'd. 
By  feas  from  Icarus's  downfall  nam'd? 
Vain  is  the  call,  and  ufelcfs  the  advice  : 
To  wife  perfuafion  deaf,  and  human  cries. 

Yet  upwards  fhe  incefTant  flies  j 
Refolv'd  to  reach  the  high  empyrean  fphere. 
And  tell  great  Jove,  fhe  fings  his  image  here  ; 
To  afk  for  William  an  Olympic  crown. 
To  Chromius'  ftrength,  and  Theron's  fpeed  unknown ; 
'Till,  lofl  in  tracklefs  fields  of  Ihining  day. 
Unable  to  difcern  the  way. 
Which  Naifau's  virtue  only  could  explore, 
TJntouch'd,  unknov/n,  to  any  Mufe  before; 
She,  from  the  noble  precipices  thrown. 
Comes  rufhing  with  uncommon  ruin  down. 

Glorious  attempt !   unhappy  fate  ! 
The  fong  too  daring,  and  the  theme  too  great  I 

Yet 


M.        PRIOR.  »6j 

Yet  rather  thus  flie  wills  to  die. 
Than  in  continu':!  annals  live,  to  ilng 
A  fecond  hero,  or  a  vulgar  king; 

And  with  ignoble  fafety  fly 
In  fight  of  earth,  along  a  middle  fky. 

XXIV. 
To  Janus'  Altars,  and  the  numerous  throng. 

That  round  his  niyftic  temple  prefs, 

For  William's  life,  and  Albion's  peace. 
Ambitious  Mufe  reduce  the  roving  fong. 

Janus,  caft  thy  forward  eye 
Future,  into  great  Rhea's  pregnant  womb  ; 

Where  young  ideas  brooding  lie. 
And  tender  images  of  things  to  come  : 
'Till  by  thy  high  commands  releas'd, 
'Till  by  thy  hand  in  proper  atoms  drefs'd. 
In  decent  order  they  advance  to  light ; 
Yet  then  too  fwiftly  fleet  by  human  fight ; 
And  meditate  too  foon  their  everlalling  flight. 

XXV. 
Nor  beaks  of  fhips  in  naval  triumph  bom. 
Nor  ftandards  from  the  hollile  ramparts  torn. 

Nor  trophies  brought  from  battles  won. 
Nor  oaken  wreath,  nor  mural  crown 

C^n  any  future  honours  give, 

To  the  viflorious  monarch's  name  : 

The  plenitude  of  William's  fame 
Can  no  accumulated  ftores  receive. 
Shut  then,  aufpicious  god,  thy  facred  gate. 
And  make  us  happy,  as  our  king  is  great. 

Be 
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Be  kind,  and  with  a  milder  hand, 
Clofing  the  volume  of  the  finifh'd  age, 

(Though  noble,  'twas  an  iron  page) 

A  more  delightful  leaf  expand. 
Free  from  alarms,  and  fierce  Bellona's  rage : 
Bid  the  great  months  begin  their  joyful  round. 
By  Flora  fome,  and  fome  by  Ceres  crown'd  ; 
Teach  the  glad  hours  to  fcatter  as  they  fly. 
Soft  quiet,  gentle  love,  and  endlefs  joy  : 
Lead  forth  the  years  for  peace  and  plenty  fam'd. 
From  Saturn's  rule,  and  better  metal  nam'd. 

XXVI. 

Secure  by  William's  care  let  Britain  Hand; 

Nor  dread  the  bold  invader's  hand  : 
From  adverfe  Ihores  in  fafety  let  her  hear 
Foreign  calamity,  and  diftant  war; 
Of  which  let  her,  great  Heaven,  no  portion  bear! 
Betwixt  the  nations  let  her  hold  the  fcale. 
And  as  flie  wills,  let  either  part  prevail : 
Let  her  glad  vallies  fmile  with  wavy  corn  : 
Lei  fleecy  flocks  her  rifing  hills  adorn  .: 
Around  her  coaft  let  ftrong  defence  be  fpread  : 
Let  fair  abundance  on  her  breaft  be  flied  ; 
And  heavenly  fvveets  bloom  round   the  godde 
head. 

XXVIL 
Where  the  white  towers  and  ancient  roofs  did  /land. 
Remains  of  *  Wolfey's,  or  great  Henry's  hand. 

To 

*  Whitehall,  once  belonging  to  the  Archhifhop  of  York, 
It  was  taken  from  Cardinal  Wolfey  by   Keniy  the  Sih, 

who 
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To  age  now  yielding,  or  devour'd  by  flame  ; 
Let  a  young  Phenix  raife  her  tov/ering  head  ; 
Her  wings  with  lengthen'd  honour  let  her  fpread  ; 
And  by  her  greatnefs  fhew  her  builder's  fame  : 
Auguft  and  open,  as  the  hero's  mind. 

Be  her  capacious  courts  defign'd  : 

Let  every  facred  pillar  bear 
Trophies  of  arms,  and  monuments  of  war. 
The  king  fhall  there  In  Parian  marble  breathe. 
His  fhoulder  bleeding  frefla :  and  at  his  feet 

Difarm'd  fliall  lie  the  threatening  Death  : 
(For  fo  was  faving  Jove's  decree  compleat.) 
Behind,  that  angel  fhall  be  plac'd,  whofe  (hield 

Sav'd  Europe  in  the  blow  repell'd  : 
On  the  firm  bafis,  from  his  oozy  bed  ; 

Boyne  fliall  raife  his  laurell'd  head  ; 

And  his  immortal  fl:ream  be  known. 
Artfully  waving  through  the  wounded  ftone. 

XXVIIL 
And  thou,  imperial  Windfor,  fl:and  enlarg'd, 
With  all  the  monarch's  trophies  charg'd  : 
Thou,  the  fair  Heaven,  that  dofl:  the  Aars  Inclofe, 
Which  William's  bofom  wears,  or  hand  beftows 
On  the  great  champions  who  fupport  his  throne. 

And  virtues  nearell  to  his' own. 

who  made  great  improvements  therein,  and  converted  it 
into  a  royal  palace.  Jn  169^  the  whole  of  it,  except  the 
Banqueting  Houfe,  was  dcitroyed  by  fire,  and  hath  not 
fince  been  rebuilt. 

Vol.  L  N         .  Round 
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XXlX. 

Round  Ormond's  knee,  thou  ty'll  the  myfdc  ftrlng. 
That  makes  the  knight  companion  to  the  king. 
From  glorious  camps  return'd,  and  foreign  fields. 
Bowing  before  thy  fainted  warrior's  fhrine, 
F:ift  by  his  great  forefather's  coats,  and  fhields 
Blazon'd  from  Bohun's,  or  from  Butler's  line. 
He  hangs  his  arms ;  nor  fears  thofe  arms  fhould  fhine 
With  an  unequal  ray  j  or  that  his  deed 

With  pales  glory  diould  recede, 
Eclips'd  by  theirs,  or  Icfien'd  by  the  fame 
Ev'n  of  his  own  maternal  Naflau's  name. 

XXX. 
Thou  fmiling  fcc'il  great  Dorfet's  worth  confell. 
The  ray  diitinguiiliing  the  patriot's  breaft  : 
Born  to  protedt  and  love,   to  help  and  pleafe  ; 
Sovereign  of  wit,  and  ornament  of  peace, 
O  !  long  as  breath  informs  this  fleeting  frame. 
Ne'er  let  me  pafs  in  filence  Dorfet's  name  ; 
Ne'er  ceafe  to  mention  the  continu'd  debt. 
Which  the  great  patron  only  would  forget, 
And  duty,  long  as  life,  mult  iludy  to  acquit. 

XXXI. 
Renown'd  in  thy  records  lliall  Ca'ndifh  Hand, 
Allerting  legal  power,  and  jult  command  : 
To  the  great  houfe  thy  favour  fhall  be  (hown. 
The  father's  liar  tranfmiffive  to  the  fon. 
From  thee  the  Talbot's  and  the  Seymour's  race 
Inform'd,  their  fire's  immortal  Heps  fhall  trace: 

'Happy,   may  their  fons  receive 
The  bright  reward,  which  thou  alone  can'ft  give. 

XXXU.  AaxJ 
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XXXII. 

And  if  a  God  tliefe  lucky  numbers  guide; 
If  fure  Apollo  o'er  the  verfe  prefide ; 
Jerfey,  beloved  by  all  (for  ail  mull  feel 

The  influence  of  a  form  and  mind, 
Where  comely  grace  and  conftant  virtue  dwell. 
Like  mingl'd  ftreams,  more  forcible  when  join'd) 

Jerfey  ftiall  at  thy  altars  Hand  ; 

Shall  there  receive  the  azure  band,     , 
That  fairefl:  mark  of  favour  and  of  fame. 

Familiar  to  the  Villiers'  name. 
XXXIJI. 
Science  to  raife,  and  knowledge  to  enlarge, 

Be  our  great  mailer's  future  charge; 
To  write  his  own  memoirs,  and  leave  his  heirs 
High  fchemes  of  government,  and  plans  of  wars  j 
By  fair  rewards  our  noble  youth  to  raife 
To  emulous  merit,  and  to  thirfl  of  praife; 
To  lead  them  out  from  eafe  ere  opening  dawn. 
Through  the  thick  forefl  and  the  diilant  lawn. 
Where  the  fleet  flag  employs  the  ardent  care. 
And  chafes  give  them  images  of  war. 
To  teach  them  vigilance  by  falfe  alarms  ; 
Inure  them  in  feign'd  camps  to  real  arms  5 
Pradife  them  now  to  curb  the  turning  fleed, 
Moci:ing  the  foe ;  now  to  his  rapid  fpeed. 
To  give  the  reign,  and  in  the  full  career, 
To  draw  the  certain  fword,  or  fend  the  pointed  fpear. 

N  z  XXXIV.  Let 
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XXXIV. 

Let  him  unite  his  fubjedts  hearts. 
Planting  focieties  for  peace/ul  arts ; 
Some  that  in  nature  fhall  true  knowledge  found ; 
And  by  experiment  make  precept  found  ; 
Some  that  to  morals  fhall  recall  the  age. 
And  purge  from  vicious  drofs  the  fmking  ftage; 
Some  that  with  care  true  eloquence  (hall  teach. 
And  to  juft  idioms  fix  our  doubtful  fpeech  : 
That  from  our  writers  dillant  realms  may  know. 

The  thanks  we  to  our  monarch  owe  ; 
And  fchools  profefs  our  tongue  through  every  land. 
That  has  invok'd  his  aid,  or  bleft  his  hand. 

XXXV. 
Let  his  high  power  tJie  drooping  Mufes  rear. 
The  Mufes  only  can  reward  his  care  : 
'Tis  they  that  give  the  great  Atrides  fpoils ; 
*Tis  they  that  flill  renew  UlyfTes'  toils  : 
To  them  by  fmiling  Jove  'twas  given,  to  fave 
Diftinguifh'd  patriots  from  the  common  grave; 
To  them,  great  William's  glory  to  recall. 
When  ftatues  moulder,  and  when  arches  fall. 
Nor  let  the  Mufes,   with  ungrateful  pride. 

The  fources  of  their  treafure  hide  : 
The  Heroe's  virtue  docs  the  firing  infpire. 
When  with  big  joy  they  ftrike  the  living  lyre  : 

On  William's  fame  their  fate  depends  : 
With  him  the  fong  begins :  with  him  it  e/ids. 

From 
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From  this  bright  effluence  of  his  deed 

They  borrow  that  reflefted  light. 

With  which  the  lafting  lamp  they  feed, 
Whofe  beams  difpel  the  damps  of  envious  night. 

XXXVI. 
Through  various  climes,  and  to  each  diftant  pole 
In  happy  tides  let  aftive  commerce  roll  : 
Let  Britain's  fhips  export  an  annual  fleece. 
Richer  than  Argos  brought  to  ancient  Greece : 
Returning  loaden  with  the  Ihining  ftores. 
Which  lie  profufe  on  either  India's  fhores. 
As  oar  high  veflels  pafs  their  watery  way. 
Let  all  the  naval  world  due  homage  pay; 
With  hally  reverence  their  top-honours  lower, 

Confeffing  the  alTerted  power. 
To  whom  by  fate  'twas  given,  with  happy  fway 
To  calm  the  earth,  and  vindicate  the  fea. 

XXXVU. 
Our  prayers  are  heard,  our  mailers'  fleets  fliall  go 
As  far  as  winds  can  bear,  or  waters  flow. 
New  lands  to  make,  new  Indies  to  explore. 
In  words  unknown  to  plant  Britannia's  power; 
Nations  yet  wild  by  precept  to  reclaim, 
And  teach  them  arms,  and  arts,  in  William's  name. 

XXXVIII. 
With  humble  joy,  and  with  refpeflful  fear 
The  lillening  people  fliall  his  ftory  hear, 
The  wounds  he  bore,   the  dangers  he  fuftain'd, 
How  far  l^e  conquer'd,  and  how  well  he  reign'd  ; 

N  3  Shall 
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Shall  own  his  mercy  equal  to  his  fame, 
And  form  their  children's  accents  to  his  name, 
Enquiring  how,  and  when  from  Heaven  he  came 
Their  regal  tyrants  fliall  with  blufhes  hide 
Their  little  lulls  of  arbitrary  pride. 

Nor  bear  to  fee  their  vaffals  ty'd  : 
When  William's  virtues  raife  their  opening  thought. 
His  forty  years  for  public  freedom  fought, 

Europe  by  his  hand  fullain'd, 

His  conqueft  by  his  piety  reftrain'd, 
And  o'er  himfelf  the  laft  great  triumph  gain'd. 

XXXIX. 
No  longer  fhall  their  wretched  zeal  adore 

Ideas  of  deftruftive  power, 
Spirits  that  hurt,  and  godheads  that  devour  ; 
New  incenfe  they  fhall  bring,   new  altars  raife, 
And  fill  their  temples  with  a  Granger's  praife ; 
When  the  great  father's  charafler  they  find 
Vifibly  ftampt  upon  the  heroe's  mind ; 
And  own  a  prefent  Deity  confell. 
In  valour  that  preferv'd,  and  power  that  blell. 

XL. 
Through  the  large  convex  of  the  azure  flcy 
(For  thither  nature  calls  our  common  eye) 
Fierce  meteors  Ihoot  their  arbitrary  light  : 
And  comets  march  with  lawlefs  horror  bright : 
Thefe  hear  no  rule,  no  righteous  order  own  ; 
Their  influence  dreaded  as  their  ways  unknown  : 
Through  threaten'd  lands  they  wild  dellruftion  throw 
■•Till  ardent  prayer  averts  the  publick  woe : 

But 
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But  the  bright  orb  that  blefles  all  above. 

The  facred  fire,  the  real  Ton  of"  Jove, 

Rules  not  his  aftions  by  capricious  will  ; 

Nor  by  ungovern'd  power  declines  to  ill  : 

Fix'd  by  juft  laws  he  goes  for  ever  right : 

Man  knows  his  courfe,  and  thence  adores  his  light, 

XLI. 
O  Janus !   would  intreated  Fate  confplre 
To  grant  what  Britain's  wifhes  could  require ; 
Above,  that  fun  fliould  ceafe  his  way  to  go, 
Ere  William  ceafe  to  rule,  and  blefs  below : 

But  a  relentlefs  deftiny 

Urges  all  that  e'er  was  born  : 
Snatch'd  from  her  arms,  Britannia  once  mufl  mourri 
The  demi-god :   the  earthly  half  mull  die. 
Yet  if  our  incenfe  can  your  wrath  remove  j 
If  human  prayers  avail  on  minds  above; 
Kxert,  great  God,  thy  intereft  in  the  fky  ; 
Gain  each  kind  Power,  each  guardian  Deity  j 

That  conquer'd  by  the  public  vow. 
They  bear  the  difmal  mifchief  far  away ; 
O  !  long  as  utmoft  nature  may  allow. 

Let  them  retard  the  threaten'd  day  ! 
Still  be  our  mailer's  life  thy  happy  care  : 
Still  let  his  bleffings  with  his  years  increafe : 
To  his  laborious  youth  confum'd  in  war. 
Add  lailing  age,  adorn'd  and  crown'd  with  peace : 
Let  twilled  olive  bind  thofe  laurels  fall, 

Whofe  verdure  mull  for  ever  lalt  ! 

N  4  XLU.  Long 
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XLII. 
Long  let  this  growing  aera  blefs  his  Avay : 
And  let  our  fons  his  prefent  rule  obey  ; 
On  his  fure  virtue  long  let  earth  rely : 
And  late  let  the  imperial  eagle  fly, 
To  bear  the  hero  through  his  father's  Iky, 
To  Leda's  twins,  or  he  whofe  glorious  fpeed, 
On  foot  prevailed,   or  he  who  tam'd  the  flecd  j 
To  Hercules,  at  length  abfolv'd  by  Fate 
From  earthly  toil,  and  above  envy  great ; 
To  Virgil's  theme,  bright  Cytherea's  fon. 
Sire  of  the  Latian,  and  the  Britilh  throne  ; 

To  all  the  radiant  names  above, 

Rever'd  by  rnen,  and  dear  to  Jove. 

Late,  Janus,   let  the  Naflau-llar 
New-born,  in  rifing  majefly  appear. 
To  triumph  over  vanquilh'd  night, 

And  guide  the  profperous  rnariner 
With  everlafting  beams  of  friendly  light. 


C  A  R. 
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CARMEN   SECULAR  E, 

LATINE     REDDITUM 

PER  THO.  DIBBEN, 

JE     TRIN.      COLL.      CANT. 

=— —  Ego  dis  amicniTi, 

Seculo  feftas  referente  luce?, 

Reddidi  Carmen HOR. 

I  ANE  Bifrons,  prifcos  -a  tergo  refpice  lapfi, 
Annales  cevi,  felicefque  ordine  longo 
Evolvas  faftos,  quos  c^etera  tempora  fupra 
Confpicuos  albo,  fec'lis  monumenta  futuris 
Urbes  fundatae,  ■  &  parti  pofuere  triumphi. 
Aggredere  infignes  fpoliis,  lauroque  decoros 
Enumerare  duces,  quos  nobilis  ira  gementem 
Impulit  ulcifci  popuium  ;  qui  facra  cruore 
jura  patrum  fanxere  fuo  ;   fceptrifve  potiti 
Miferunt  Itetum  placidis  fub  legibus  orbem. 

Agmine  perpetuo  feries  ornata  iaborum 
Procedat ;   fuus  omnis  honos,  fua  debita  qucmque 
Laus  infcripta  notet  :   turn  noftra  ad  tempora  cafus 
Infignes  ducas,  famamque  &  fata  parentum 
Mirac'lis  oppone  novis,  regiquc  Britanno. 

Dumque 
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Dumque  fide,  curaque  pari  per  fingula  curris  ; 
Dum  varies  recolis  populos,  variofque  labores ; 
£t  ftudia,  &  leges,  pugnataque  proelia  feris 
Temporibus  mandas ;  tute  ipfe  fatebere,  Jane, 
Omnium  in  y^uriaco  cumulari  nomine  famam  : 
Et  dices  orbi  attonito  ;  nil  fascula  tale 
Prima  tulere  hominum,  nil  majus  poftera  reddent. 

Venice  fublimi  furgat,  tua  maxima  cura, 
Eello  et  pace  potens  Latium  :  fortiflima  corda, 
Egregios  rerum  dominos  dabat  Itala  tellus, 
Felix  prole  virum  ;  fcecundam  hanc  afpice  gentem, 
Romanofque  tuos  ;  hue  vertere,  &  altius  omnem 
Nafcentis  prima  repetens  ab  origine  regni 
Expedias  famam  ;  pulchro  in  certamine  pubem 
Oppone  Aufoniam  ;  &  cedat  fua  palma  merenti. 

Si  potuit  ferro  Latii  turbare  colonos, 
Palantes  Mavorte  fatus,  fi  ruftica  late 
Regna  domare  armis  ;  raptae  fme  more  Sabinae 
Surgenti  famse,  cceptifque  ingentibus  obftant. 
Sacra  deum,  fanftafque  aras,  &  templa  tueri 
Cura  Numam  fubiit :  fed  frigida  dextera  bello, 
Non  haftam  torquere  fciens,  enfemque  rotare 
Fulmineum,  juvenumque  manus  armare  frementum, 
Confiliis,  Clio,  Fabii  romana  vigebant 
Arma:  at  res  omnes  gelide  tardeque  miniftrans. 
Dilator  nimium  fapiens  ingrata  trahebat 
Bella.     Quid  immani  patrem  pietate  cruentum 
Ultorem  Brutum  referam,  fortefque  fub  armis 
^milium,  Decium,  Curium  ?  Tot  magna  animorum 

Nos 
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Nos  exempla  monent,  qua  poflit  lege  libido 
Fraenari,  &  quantum  cedat  virtutibus  aurum  : 
Hos  quoque  fed  nimium  gaudens  popularibus  aurls, 
Hos  rapit  ambitio,  tumidoque  fuperbia  fldtu 
Oftentans  humilefque  cafas,  parvofque  penates. 
Sit  quanquam  illullris,  primes  inglorius  annos 
Scipiades  egit :  iiec  mens  invifla  Catonis, 
Semper  erat,   tunc  faffa  metum,  vel  vifa  faterl. 
Cum  ceflit  fato,  8c  lucem  indignata  refugit. 
Julius  externos  fruftra  domat,  omnia  Roma2 
Subjiciens,  Romamque  fibi ;   furgitque  triumphans 
Afflidlos  cives  fuper,  opprefTumque  fenatum. 
Imperium  lene  Augullus,  patriamque  fubaftam 
Mollia  vinc'la  pati  juffit :  fed  vincula  pafla  eft, 
Purpureum  cultu  infolito  venerata  tyrannum. 

Fas  veterum  laudes  juftis  celebrare  triumphis  : 
Fas  etiam  errores,  atque  omnia  ferre  fub  auras. 
Stare  loco  impatiens  magna  fefe  impete  verfat 
Vivida  vis  animi,  patrii  ceu  Tybridis  unda, 
Cui  nunc  lene  fluens  rigat  agros  dulcis  aquce  fons; 
Vortice  nunc  rapido  volvit  fe  turbidus  amnis; 
Et  limo  caftas  obfcoeno  polluit  undas : 
Diis  quanquam  geniti,  atque  invifti  viribus  client, 
Mortalem  infefto  fafli  funt  fanguine  matrem. 

Decolor  ex  illo  vitiis  dominantibus  ^tas 
Degenerare  aufa  eft:  rumpit  vinc'la  omnia  miles 
Acer,  acerba  Tremens ;  majeftatemque  verendam. 
EfFraenis  violat  rabies  :  jam  fegnior  annis 
Deficit  ilia  dim  rerum  pulcherrima  Roma ; 

Hea ! 
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Heu  !  vix  agnofces  veteris  veftjgia  form.^ : 
Donee  gens  divum,   nati  venientibus  annis, 
•Heroiim  novus  ordo  datur,  nova  lumina  furgunt; 
Hefperioque  dies  melior  procedit  Olympo. 

Afpice  ut  infignis  fpoliis  Pharamondus  opimis 
Ingrcditur,  M:ignufque  aquilis  qui  lilia  junxit 
Carolus ;  inde  alii,  quos  Gallica  terra  triumphis 
Diviss  alit,  genus  acre  virum,  fpedlataque  beUo 
Peftora.     Sed  major  nunc  rerum  apparet  imago  : 
Sanguine:^  en  !   lauri,  viftriciaque  arma  Wilhelmi 
Normanni :  viden'  externis  quanta  intonet  oris 
Teudorum  manus  armipotens,  Sc  nomina  magna, 
Plantagenum  metuenda  domus  ?  quid  plurima  virtus 
Amborum  potuit,  te,  viclrix  Anglia,  teftor, 
Quam  labor  heroiim  imperio  maria  omnia  circum 
Afferuit,   fundanfque  armis  &  legibus  ornans  : 
Felix,  fi  nunquam  regnandi  dira  cupido 
Cognatas  acies  paribus  concurrere  telis 
EgilTet,  patria:que  in  vifcera  vertere  vires  : 
IHa  afflifta  fedet,  variis  incerta  triumphis, 
Cui  det  colla  Jugo,  quern  fit  paffura  tyrannum. 

Quo  Defideri  foboles,  quo  Caefar  Adolphus, 
Naflbviique  alii  rapiunt,  celiberrima  proles  ? 
Omnes  illuftres,  omnes  in  utrumque  parati, 
Aut  patriam  tutari,  aut  certae  occumbere  morti. 
Hos  juxta  Auriacus  pleno  fluit  agmine  fanguis, 
Immortale  genus:  primufque  en  !   Martius  au(5lor 
Corniger:   inde  heros  qui  Bello  a.  corpore  nomen 
Obtinuit;  ncfco  crines,  frontemque  venuftum 

f  ran^- 
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Francigenas  juvenis;  domus  hinc  Chalonia  mixta  eft 
Nafibviis  ;  fedes  que  novas,  Rhenumque  bicornem 
Inde  petit,  linquens  Rhodanum,  ripamque  fonantem. 

Jamque  Stuartiadum  feries  longiirima  regum 
Emicat.     Ilia  diu  magna  ditione  tenebat 
EfFraenem  populum,  et  duris  regna  horrida  glfebis  : 
Donee  fata  Deum,  Sc  luftrls  labentibus  asias 
Scotorum  maniljus  tranfcribi  fceptra  jubebant 
Anglica  ;  feceruntque  omnes  uno  ore  Britannos. 

Atque  hie,  m?gne  deus,  cum  res  fcrutabere  noflras. 
Sis  bonus  O  !  pafsimque  oculos  per  cunfta  ferenti 
Si  quid  forte  tibi  occurat  de  gente  Stuartum 
Infelix  ;   (utcnnque  ferent  ea  fata  minores) 
Pro  patria,  obteftor,  pro  majeftate  Britanni 
Imperii,  nihil  ingratum,  nihil  acre  dolores 
Obdudos  vulgare  finas:  preme,  Jane,   tenebrls, 
Quse  laudare  nequis  ;  teque  ad  meliora  referves. 
Utque  erit  ad  *  Nomen  ventum,  quod  flebile  femper. 
Semper  honoratum  (fie,  Dji,  voluiftis)  habemus ; 
Supprime  fingultus,  fubmiffa.  &  voee  dolores 
Hos  compefce,  tuo  ne  doda  Britannia  luftu 
Ire  iterum  in  lachrymas,  iteriam  gemebunda  querelam 
Integret  infandam  ;  ililletque  cruore  recenti 
Sternum  crudele  patens  fub  peftore  vulnus. 

Quo  jam  rnptus  abis  ?  NafTovi,  Jane,  labcres 
Aggredere  O  !   magnos,  atque  amplum  claude  volu- 
men. 

*  Maria?. 

£n  1 
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En  !  infans  vlftor,  nutu  dura  temperat  iras 
Turbati  populi ;  jacet  en  Tirynthius  alter; 
Ardentefque  hoftes,  &  fibila  colla  tumentes 
Sternit ;  &  in  cunis  infans  fe  vindicat  heros. 

En  !  quantis  tollit  fe  rebus  firmior  setas  ? 
Quales  primitiee  Juvenis,  bellique  ferocis 
Dura  rudimenta,  &  primis  nova  gloria  in  armis  ? 
Sublimls  Marte  adverfo,  Mitifque  fecundo, 
Eventus  omnes,  &  ineluftabile  fatum 
Subjecit  pedibus  :  non  mens  elata  triumpKis, 
Non  deprefTa  malis;  fed  in  omnia  pedlus  honeftum 
Fcrtur  idem,  fatis  contraria  fata  rependens. 
Dum  curas  hominum,  dum  fpes  contemnit  inanes, 
Fortuna;que  vices  cjecas ;  quocunque  cadat  res. 
Hoc  animo  fixum  fedet,  asternumque  fedebit, 
«*  Parcere  fubjeftis,  &  debellare  fuperbos." 

En  !  totum  heroem,  maturum,  et  fceptra  tenentein 
Contemplare  virum  :  en  !   ut  jufta  fulminet  ira 
Terrarum  egregius  vindex  ;  placidufquc  volentes 
Per  populos  det  jura;  infefto  &  leniat  hofti 
Pedlora  flexanimus  viftor  ;  mitifque  jacentum 
Dat  vitam  lachrymis !  quo  pectora  fida  fuorum 
Amplefti  ftudio  properat  ?  quam  totus  in  illis  ? 
Quam  curas  pater  indulgens  defcendit  in  omnes? 
Nee  regem  pudet  officio  certare  priorcm. 
Hac  arte,  O  bellis  ingens,  ingentior  alma 
Morum  temperie,  devincis  corda  benignis 
AiTueta  imperils :  longos  hac  arte  triumplios, 

Maxime 
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Maxime  viftor,  agis,  cum  teque,  animofque  tuorum, 
Pacatumque  regas  squis  virtutibus  orbem. 

Per  varias  vitaeque  vices,  operumque  colores 
Idem  cautus  honos,  metuens  et  gratia  culpa;, 
Puraque  limplicitas  tota  defcripta  tabella 
EfFuIget ;  conilanfque  fibi  fervatur  ad  imum, 
Vidloris  caftra  ingrederis  f  certamina  nulla 
Cum  viftis,  belli  nulla  horrida  figna  cruenti 
Apparent  infixa  agris  :  non  militis  ardor 
Turbavit  peftus ;  nee  purpura  pifta  fuperbo* 
Induxit  regum  faftus  :  fed  fama  peric'Io 
Explorata  (velut  fulvum  fornacibus  aurum) 
Emicat  innocuo  :  fruftra  Vulcania  peftis, 
Circum'immane  fremit:  contemptorique  minatur 
Flamma  fuo :  cseco  contra  dominata  furori 
Ardens  fpeftatur  virtus,  pondufque  nitoremquc 
Illsefum  fervans ;  &  amico  vivit  in  igne. 

Unum,  Jane,  oro  (quando  nos     jftraque  morti 
Debemur)  magni  Taltem  mirac'la  Wilhelmi 
Exuperare,  virumque  fmas  volitare  per  ora  ; 
Ut  nati  natorum,  &  qui  nafcentur  ab  illis, 
Virtutem  ex  illo  moniti,  pulchrumque  laborem 
Cognofcant,  &  fandla  procul  velHgia  adorent. 
Exoriare  aliquis,  regis  qui  gefta  Britanni, 
Fataque  fortunafque  docens,  morefque  manufque 
(Argumentum  ingens  !)  vivis  committere  chartis 
Aufis,  et  ferum  producere  nomen  in  aevum  : 
Cum  flatuje,  multo  cum  viftum  tempore  marmor, 

iEraque  labentur  ;  cum  bello  fsevior  omni 

Invl- 
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Invidiofa  dies  famae  monumenta  Britannas 
Delebit ;   tardis  cum  Sabis  flexibus  ibit 
Per  terra^s  mutata  novas  ;  ferique  nepotes 
Quaerent,  qua  ftabant  immania  faxa  Namurca?. 

En  !   urbem,  dicent,  qua;  quondam  condidit  aftris 
Ambitlora  caput ;  toties  qus  pertulit  omnem 
Irrifi  nubem  belli  :   fed  non  ita  fenfit 
Armatos  Britonas ;  non  irrita  tela  Wilhelmi 
Experta  eft ;  vaftis  dum  viftor  turribus  inftans. 
Cum  populo,  &c  fignis  viftricibus,  &  magnis  Diis, 
Fundamenta  quatit  :  mortaliaque  agmina  frulla 
Contra  NalTovium  atque  Jovem,  contraque  Miner- 

vam 
Tela  tenent :  medio  difcrimine  ca»dis  Si  ignis, 
Ceu  Perfeus  per  aperta  volans,  arduus  arces, 
Oppofitas  fcandit ;    fruftraque  objeila  retardant 
Flumina,  flammarumque  globi,  fcopulique  minaces. 
En  !  tandem  fummis  infultans  arcibus  heros, 
Atque  Angli  juxta,  fulgentia  figna,  leones, 

Et  jam  finis  erat :  ciim  vi6lor  vertice  ab  alto 
Defpexit  Galium  attonitum,  &  turn  libera  vinc'lo 
Littoraque,  &  latos  populos  ;  pacemque  filenti 
Indulfit  felicem  orbi :  longe  audiit  sther, 
Et  terrse,  8c  fluvii ;  jamque  ibat  mollior  undis 
Mofa  ;  ferufque  fuas  Rhenus  compefcuit  iras. 
Continuo  leges  seternoque  foedera  certis 
Impofuit  manus  squa  locis  ;  quam  fingula  metam, 
Et  quem  quceque  ferat  dominum,  quern  quasque  re- 
cufet 
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Geiis,  femel  edixit ;  mirantemque  admonet  orbem^ 
Chiantus  amor  populi,  quanta  Sc  reverentia  mitem 
Profequitur  regem  :  comes  indiviius  amico, 
Adftat  Hones  lateri :  fupra  caput  explicat  alas 
LIbertas  firmata  novas  ;  pulchracque  forores» 
Et  Virtus  &  Fama,  pari  difcrimine  certant, 
Utram  ornare  magis  regemne,  virtimne  deceret. 
Quid  loquor  ?  aut  ubi  fum  ?  quis  me  per  opaci 
viarum 
Ire  furor  fuadet  ?  quos  Mufa  affurget  in  aufus  ? 
Dum  vatis  furias  Thebani  concipit  (igncs 
O  {i  conciperet  fimiles !)  te,  Jane,  relinquit, 
Teque,  arafque  tuas,   ut  ccelum  &  fydera  tentet  j 
Demens  !   qus  nimbos  &  noil  imitabile  fulmen 
Pindaricum  fimulare  aufa  eft.     Da,  Jane,  furenti^ 
Da  veniam  Mufce,   fua  quam  rapit  ampla  volantem 
Materia  ;  &  tollit  volvens-iub  naribus  ignem 
Pegafus  ardua  in  aftra;  neque  fadit  anhelus  habenas. 
Cum  latos  campos,  immenfumque  afpieit  squor< 
Expatiatur  equus;  vix  hseret  Mufa  frementi ; 
Nee  fcit,  qua  fit  iter  ;  nee  fi  fciat,  imperet  illi, 
Saxa  per,  &  fcopulos,  &  depreifas  convalles 
Infequitur  regem  ;   tellufque  fub  ungue  tonanti 
I£la  gemit  ;  rcboant  fylvasque,  &  magnus  oiympus. 

Nunc  cafus  mufa  antiques,  annofque  reducit 
Prreteritos,  patriifque  viram  meditatur  in  arvis. 
Hie  Britonum  motus  cura,  lachrymifque  fuorum, 
Confiliuni  vultu  tegit ;  &  fecum  dnte  peradlum 
Belli  &  regnonjm  volvit  fub  pcclore  fatum ; 
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Et  mox  armatas  hyberno  fydere  clafles 
Molitur ;  contraque  iras  ccfilique,  marifque- 
Impavidus  grande  urg^t  iter  :   turn  fanguine  mult3»» 
Tutandas  Anglorum  arces,  oblataque  regna 
Occupat ;  amiflb  fluitantem  errare  magiftro 
Senfit ;  et  ipfe  ratem  turbatis  rexit  in  undis. 
Jamque  alias  hinc  in  Lachrymas^  alia,  horrida  bella,- 
Per- defolatae  regna  infelicia  lernes 
Diva  virum  fequitur;  fluftufque  innimpit  in  alt05 
Bovindai  bello  undantis  ;   turn  Naidas  ad  fe 
Impatiens  trepidas  vocat ;  hortaturque  forores 
Maturare  fugam,  quantufque  emerferat  heros^ 
Oceano  narrare  patri  :   vanum  ille  timorem 
Ridet  ;  eamque  Manum  vi^lis-agnofcit  in- undis, 
Imperio  dignam  pelagi,   fevaque  tridente. 

Hinc  pleno  Britonum  viftor  fubit  ollia  vdo 
Stans  celfa  in  puppi  :  pucri,  innuptaeque  puellar, 
Eft'ufique  patres  refonantia  littora  circum 
Sacra  canunt  reduci  :.  fed  reppulit  ille  moleilum 
Officium  ;  pofcitque  animos,  laudefque  recufat,- 
Mox  charos  iterum  Belgas,,  fedsfque  faorum, 
Et  patriam,  &  toties  naptos  ex  hofte  penates 
Hofpes  adit  :   varii  populi,  diverfaque  figna^ 
Externique  duces  oinnes  focia  arma  ferentes 
Communem  celebrare  ducem  ;  quam  tardus  ad  irair.'. 
Quam  placidus  viftor,  fortunatufque  laborum 
Securus  palnjas,  dum  praedam  rejicit  heros  ! 

Nunc  verfe  fcenoe  difcedunt  :   altera  reruin 
Kunc  furgit  facies :.  alia  fub  luce  videxi 
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Meros  grandis  amat ;  fuccefTuque  altior  ipfo 
Innumeris  belli  fpoliis,  partifque  troph3;is 
Pacem  laetus  emit :  jam  Virgo  reddita  terras 
Pacatas  vilit  ;  jamque  aurea  tempora  circum 
Felices  fecura  quatit  Concordia  pennas. 

Mox  ad  Danubium,  raucaeque  Propontidis  wndam, 
Eoafque  plagas  alis  audacibus  ardens 
Mufa  volat ;  lethi  qua  jam  difcrimine  parvo 
Stant  acies,  utrinque  necem  lugubre  minantes  ; 
Hi  motus  animorum,  irae,  infandique  paratus, 
Compreffa  belli  rabie,  fufpenfa  tenentur  ; 
Donee  confilia  ingentis  fpedlata  Wilhelmi 
Oftendant,  pacemne  colant,  an  in  arma  ferantur. 
Quae  regio  in  terris,  ubi  regis  foedera  fanda, 
Aut  leges  placidse  ignotse  ?  qua  regna  per  orbem 
(Qualemcunq;  fidem,  dominum  quemcunq;  fatentur) 
Communem  Auriaco  dubitent  fubmittere  caufam  ? 

Hinc  ad  Hyperboream  glaciem,  montefque  nivales 
Urget  diva  viam  ;  qua  Mofcoviticus  altum 
Fulminat  ad  Tanaim  Czefar;  nutuque  tremenda 
Jura  quaterdenis  juvenis  dat  gentibus  unus  : 
Hie  tamen,  hie  Caefar  perculfus  nomine  regis 
Majoris,  non  legatis,  neque  dulce  miniflris 
Ofiicium  impatiens  ceflit ;  fe,  fe  ipfe,  fuumque 
Objecit  caput,  infidi  maris  omnia  vincens 
Taedia,  dimidiumque  orbis  poll  terga  relinquens, 
Tangeretutfandlam,  per  quam  ftetit  Anglia,  dextram, 
Hujus  in  imperio  lumidum,  magnumque  fluentem 
Cernere  erat  Volgam  ;  multa  cui  fpumeus  unda, 
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Saxofumque  fonans,  obftantia  pondera  torrerl's 
Aut  fcciim  rapit,  aut  immiti  gurgite  mergit. 
Sed  noftrum,   fed  Mufa  fuum  tibi.  Tame,  tuifque 
Rivis  affimulat  regem  ;  noa  amnis  abundans, 
Sed  plenus  per  opima  virum  fortem  abfque  furore 
Fimdit  aquam,  tardoque  procul  languore  ferenam  : 
Quofcunque  O  !  Britonum  lambis  pulcherrimus  agros-* 
Omnia  ibi  ridere  facis  :  tlbi  Candida  Nais 
Purpureas  inter  violas,  Sc  fuave  rubentes 
Vota  facit  refoluta  rofas :  te  lentus  in  umbra 
Labentem  expedat  paftor  :   te  mollia  prata, 
Te  fitiunt  croceis  halantes  floribus  horti. 

Quo  feror?  undeabii?  Tuque,  audacifllma  Mufa, 
Quo  peritura  ruis  ?  fi  formidabile  littus. 
Si  Lycios  temnas  faltus,  fataliaque  arva,. 
Bellerophontsi  quai  fignavere  furores ; 
I,  fequere  infidos  ventos,  nova  nomina  lapfu; 
Subjeflis  pofitura  undis  :  ea  furda  monenti 
Ardet  in  aftra  magis ;  perque  iriconceffa  diei 
Luxurians  fpatia  jeterni,  petit  intima  divum 
Sacra,  Jovem,  fimilemque  Jovis  diftura  Wilhelmum: 
Indefefla  illi  matures  pofcit  honores  : 
Illi  ut  Olympiacs  referantur  praemia  palmse, 
(^am  velox  Theron,  quam  vaftis  viribus  ingens 
Sperabat  nunquam  Chromius:  Mufam  illius  ergo 
Per  nitidos  orbes  lucis,  campofque  patentes, 
Dulcis  raptat  amor  :  juvat  explorare  prior um 
Curs  iter  ignotum  :  fed.  inextricabilis  error, 
Et  caec^e  ambages,  quas  una  refolvere  virtus 
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Naflbvii  novit,  fecuram,  &  vana  tumentem 
Exuperant  longe  divam;  jamque  jethere  toto 
Prascipitata  agitur;  jam  torti  fulminls  inftar 
Fertur  ;  &  horrificis  tonat  exanimata  ruinis, 
O  coeptupi  fublime!  infelix  exitus  aufi 
Nobilis !   O  Mufa,  &  vires  pro  nomine  tahto 
Exiguse  !  fed  iic  potius  cecidifTe  juvabit 
Audentem,  quara  vena  humili  inferiora  fecutam 
Radere  iter  medium,  tutafque  extendere  pennas. 

Nunc  ad  te,  Sc  tua  facra,  pater,  turbamque  fonantenj 
{Matres  atque  viros)  quae  circum  plurima  claufas 
Fufa  fores,  pacem  Britonum,  vitamque  Wilhelmi 
Ardens  implorat,  nunc  ambitiofa  vagantes 
Mufa  modos  revocet:  tuque  O  !  qua  fascula  fronte 
Jane  vides  ventura,  Rheas  genetricis  in  alvunj 
Defcendas,  partus  ubi  femina  prima  futuri, 
Et  teneri  fpecies.,  fimulachraque  carcere  claufo 
Mixta  jacent;  donee  magnum  per  inane  coadla 
Mox  durare  jubes,  Sc  rerum  fumere  formas. 
Turn  tua  vox,  divine  autor,  tua  ca;ca  relaxat 
Spiramenta  manus;  juftis  emifla  figuris 
Dum  veilit  junftura  decens  Sc  amabilis  ordo. 
Sed  nimium  brevis  hora  fugam  meditata  perennenj 
Tranfit :   &  eeternam  repet.unt  nafcenija  noftem. 

Non  de  navali  furgentes  aere  triumphi, 
Captivi  currus,  ereptaque  ab  hofte  tropliaea: 
Non  civilis  honos  quercus,  non  umbra  coronse 
Muralis,  laurique  novum  decus  addere  regi 
Angliaco  pofTunt ;  fatis  ilium  confcia  virtus, 

P  3  Geilaqu«g 


iS6  POEMS        OF 

Geftaque  fublimem  tollunt:  ad  fydera  raptim 
Vi  propria  nituntur,  opifque  haud  indiga  noftne. 
Nunc  ergo,   ut  populus  felix  cum  rege  potenti 
Fortunis  paribus  iurgat;  compagibus  arftis 
Claudantur  belli  porta::  &  jam,  myflice  cuftos, 
Mitior  O !  jam,  dive,  precor,  melioribus  orbis 
Aufpiciis,  aliofque  Dies,  aliumque  tenorem 
Tandem  habeat,  jubeas;  hie  ferrea  definat  iEtas 
(Magna,  elto,  fed  ferrea  erat)   faffufque  metallum 
Pulchrius,  annorum  fe  gratior  explicet  ordo. 
Haud  iterum  pavidob  bellum  turbabit  agreftes; 
At  fecura  quies,  at  mollis  fomnus,  amores 
Jucundi,  fuavefque  joci  cum  dulcibus  horis 
Perpetuum  ducant  orbem:   hoc  a  cardine  reran> 
Paulatim  incipiant  magni  procedere  menfes: 
Atque  his  flava  Ceres,  his  formofiffima  Flora 
Afpiret;  furgataque  novo  gens  aurea  fec'lo. 

Immunis  belli,  dextrjeque  innixa  Wilhelmi 
Terra  Britanna  fui  fedeat :   fpedletque  ruinas, 
Et  cladem,  Sc  Lachrymas,  quarum  pars  nulla  futura  ell, 
Externas ;  irseque  hominum  miferetur  inanis. 
Ilia  inter  motas  fatum  immutabile  gentes 
Difpenfet;  vincantque  ills  quas  vincere  mavult. 
Sic  noto  celfos  tuti  fub  matribus  agni 
Balatu  implebunt  colles :   fic  vallibus  imis, 
Irriguos  amnes  inter,  feges  aurea  in  altum 
Surget;  &  ipfe  fuas  mirabitur  Anglia  mefles ; 
Delicias  diva  a;ternas  dum  peftore  pleno 

Fundet;  &  ambrofios  fpirabit  vertice  odores. 
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Aula!  antiquas  ccecis  exorta  ruinis 
(C^ia  Turres  Albas,  veterum  penetralia  regum 
Wolfei  fabricata  manu,   Henricique  labores, 
Cernere  erat)  juvenile  caput  phoenicis  ad  inllar 
Regia  fublimis  tollat,  melioribus,  oro, 
Aul'piciis;   Sr  quas  fuerit  minus  obvia  fiammis, 
Alta,  augufta,  irtgeus,,  dominoque  fimillima  magna, 
Pandat  fe  veneranda  domus.:  C3,ptiva  columnae 
Arma  ferant  facrae,  belli  monumenta  cruenti, 
Spiculaque  clypeofque  atque  horrida  fanguine  figna: 
Stabunt  &  parii  lapides,  mediufque  Wilhelmus 
En  fpirans :  humerufque  recens  a  vulnerq  vivis 
Rorabit  guttis :  metuens  pro  vindice  mundi 
A  tergo  apparet  Genius,  capitique  minacem 
Avertit  mortem:  jacet  ilia  innoxias,  inermis 
(Nam  fic  confuluit  Jovis  indulgentia  terris) 
Intrepidi  ante  pedis  heroi's.     Tu  quoque  magnam 
Partem  opere  in  tanta,  viridi  Bovinda  reclinans 
Ledlo,  habeas,  ijcno  fenior  de  gurgite  vifus 
Lauriferum  quaflare  caput:  I'axum  evomit  undas; 
^ternique  cadnnt  cxfo  de  marmore  rivi. 

Tuque  O!  qua  famae  fervas  monumenta  Britanns, 
SLegis  opus,  regumque  decus,  cape  donatuorum, 
Inclyta  Winforiae  turris.     Tu,  Stellifer  rether, 
Signa  geris,  quibus  ipfe  fuum  &  delefta  fuorura 
Peftora  diftinguit,  divifque  accedere  juflit 
Naflbvius,  proprioque  pater  decoravit  honore, 

Tu  circum  Ormondi  robuftum  myftica  nefteas 
Vinc'la  genu,  potuiiH  equitem  focium  addere  regi: 
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Redditus  his  viftor  terris,  fpolilfque  potitus, 
iSuppliciter  venerans  divi  fub  Militis  aram 
Vota  facit:  veterum  juxta  decora  alta  parentum, 
Botleros  inter,  viftriciaqua  arma  Bohuni 
Ipfe  fuum  clypeum,  fuaque  jemula  figna  fuperbis 
Poftibus  aptavit,  tanti  non  immemor  hseres 
INojninis  aut  proavijm  dubitans  extendere  famam : 
Utcunque  ilia  novi  fecum  grave  pondus  honoris 
Attulit  OfToridas  mater  Naflbvia  genti. 

Sacvilli  tu,  diva,  latus,  tu  luminepeftus 
Santtum  ornas,  ubi  dulcis  honos,  ubi  mille  placendj 
Conjurant  artes;  labor  unus  &c  una  voluptas, 
Tollere  depreflbs,  &  fuftentare  jacentes. 
Hos  brevis  informet  fragilis  dum  fpiritus  artus, 
Indiftus  nunquam  noftris  Sacvillus  abibit 
Carminibus;  nunquam  labetur  pedlore  chari 
Officium  capitis:  munus  quia  maximus  ille 
Confert;  collatique  olim  meminifTe  recufat.  , 

Jura  fidemque  patrum,  libertatemque  Cavendo$ 
Aflerere  audentes,  tuus  ampio  veftit  honore 
Diva,  favor :  flabit  longum  fortuna  per  aevum 
Alta  domus;  patrioque  nitebunt  fyderenati. 

Per  te  SanAmauri,  per  te  Talbotia  proles, 
Felices  ambo,  veftigia  magna  parentum 
Ambo  luftrantes,  faxum  hoc  immobile  dum  tu 
Serves,  nomine  erunt.  Tuque,  O  pars  maxima  mufae, 
P  decus,  O  noftrum,  cui  pulchro  in  corpore  virtug 
Emicat,  &  fmcera  fides,  &  gratia  morum, 
|ias  Jerfa;e,  (preces  va,l6ant  li  vatis  amici. 
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Si  deus  hoc  carmen,  deus  hoc  infpiret  Apollo) 
Has  tanges  aras :  hinc  cingula  facra  decoro 
Aptabis  lateri,  veterifque  inlignia  fams 
Viileriis  fueta,  &  tibi  non  indebita  fumes. 

Artibus  intentum  melior  turn  cura  vocabit 
Heroa  Angliacum,  mirantem  annalibus  orbeiri 
Exornare  fuis,  ferofque  docere  nepotes 
Imperii  arcana,  &  magna  exemplaria  belli. 
Hinc,  ut  virtutem  dociles,  verumque  laborem 
Cognofcant,  laudifque  animi  accendantur  amore; 
Regis  ad  exemplum  portis  fe  prima  juventus 
Effundens,  dum  mane  novum,  dum  gramina  canent; 
Per  faltus  gelidumque  nemus,  praeruptaque  faxa. 
Nunc  cervos  turbabit  agens ;  nunc  ardua  in  armis, 
Et  vigil  ad  vocem,  qua  fiftum  buccina  fignum 
Bellica  dat,  grave  martis  opus,  fub  im.agine  lusus, 
Paulatim  ex  tanto  afluefcat  tolerare  magiftro  : 
Et  nunc  altus  eques  fpatiis  magna  atria  circum 
Curvatis  fertur;  luftantia  nunc  premit  ora 
Bellatoris  equi;  nunc  torto  verbere  pronus 
Dat  lora,  &  medio  fervens  in  pulvere,  {Iridium 
Aut  enfem  quatit,  aut  certam  jacit  impiger  hallam. 

Pacis  amans,  ftudiifque  favens,  fociaagminajungant 
Sanfta  corona  fenum,  exemplis  monitura  minores. 
Qui  virtutis  honos,   &  quid  fapientia  poffit. 
Hos  rerum  juvet  obfcufos  penetrare  receffusj 
Et  varias  caufas,  naturae  arcana  modeftas, 
Indiciis  aperire  novis  clarifque  repertis. 
Jllos  degeneri  audentes  fuccurrere  fec'Io^^ 
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Cura  gravis  maneat  morum,  &  labor  Hercule  dignu% 
lixonerare  repletum  immunda  fordc  Theatxuxn. 
Sermones  alii  patrios,  incertaque  verba 
Ad  leges  fixas  revocent,  venerefque  decoras; 
Ut  late  Angliacis  inflruda  annalibus  orbis 
Gaudeat,  ad  noftram  refonet  gens  fingtila  Hriguarc, 
Vindicis  ante  pedes  quaecunque  efFufa  Britanni, 
Miferat  aut  opprefla  preces,  aut  libera  grates. 

NegleAum  in  primis  carmen,  Mufamque  jacentenj 
Tollat  arnica  manus :   nam  refpondere  labori 
Mufa  pio  novit,  regifqi>e  rependere  amores. 
Ilia  patrum  cineres  fandlos,,  venerandaque  bylla 
Vulgari  fecernit  humo,  faraanpque  filenti 
Vindicat  a  tumulo  :  per  K^u/am  notus  UlyfTes 
Spiral  adhuc;  coramque  .virum  jam  cernere  fas  ell. 
Mufae  Agamemnonias  palmas,  ferpperque  recente* 
Confcrvare  datur  lauros:  eadem  ilia  ^yilhelmi 
(Cum  ftatua;,  folidoque  arcus  d€  mar=more  fi(5li 
Deficient)  longo  nomen  facrum  afferet  c^vo. 
Haud  vero  par  officium,  partefquc  premamus 
Ingrati  alternas;  ciim  nil  fine  Caefare  pulchrum. 
Nil  ahum  Mufse  labor  inchoat:  altera  jundlam 
Alterius  fic  pofcit  openx,  &  conjurat  amice. 
Igneus  hinc  numcris  vigor,  &  cceleftis  origo^ 
Hinc  efFulgcntes  jeterna  luce  Cama;na;. 
Informi  cedente  fitu,  tcnebrifqiie  fugatis, 
Invida  fquallentis  vincent  oblivia  noftis. 

Secures  Britonum  commorcia  libera  portus 

Omni  ex  parte  patent;  totum  demi/Ta  per  orbem 
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Pulchrior  liinc  Argo,  meliorl  &  vellere  dives 
Annua  dona  feret;  fpoliifque  redibit  onufta, 
Indiam  in  Europam  portans,  gazamque  nitentem, 
QucC  diffufa  jacet,  qua  fol  utrumque  recurrens 
Afpicit  oceanum.     Qoafcunque  Britannica  pinus 
Ingreditur  fublimis  a  quas,  fiabmittat  honores 
Navita  quifque  fuos  :  puppefque  infigne  fuperbum 
Inclinent,  faffe,  quern  Tethys  omnibus  undis 
Elegit,  dominum;  quern  vafto  immobile  fatum 
Deftinat  imperio,  terraque  marique  potentem. 

Audivere  preces  divi:  jamque  Anglica  claflis. 
Qua  dabit  aura  viam,  tutum  per  aperta  profundi 
Cnrret  iter,  nova  regna  petens,  nov^a  littoru  vifens, 
Ignotumque  fuis  mittens  fub  legibus  orbem. 
Alter  turn  Ganges,  atque  altera  qus  feret  auruni 
India  NafTovio  ccdet:  populique  feroces 
Arma,  artes,  morefque  fcient,  nomenque  Wilhelmi, 

Suppliciter  venerans,  demiflb  lumine  ftabit 
Agmen  agrefte  virum;  miramque  loquentis  ab  ore 
Hiftoriam  eripiens,  nunc  famam  &  fata  Wilhelmi, 
Vulnera,  fiidorem,  palmafque,  peric'laque  difcet. 
Quae  quibus  anteferat  dubitans;  nuncquantus  in  armis, 
Qualis  in  holle  fuit,  quos  bello  &  pace  triumphos 
Erexit:  matres,  ut  ccelo  decidit  heros, 
Tum  natis  referent:  &  vox,  quam  proferet  infans 
Prima  Wilhelmus  erit;  tenebris  inlionefta  tyranni 
Indecores  capita  abfcondent,  tum  dira  fuorum 
Supplicia,  indignos  genitus,  juftafque  querelas 
Ferre  indignantes;  cum  confcia  fama,  pudorque 

Provocat 
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Provocat  ad  meliora  animos ;  cum  bella  Wilhelmi, 
Bella  quaterdenos  laefis  pro  gentibus  annos 
Coniefia  audierint,  tandemque  filentibus  armis, 
(Majus  opus)  partes  felici  pace  triumphos. 

Non  dehinc  hos  miferos  myfteria  dira  docebit 
Barbara  religio :  nulla  horrida  numina  finget 
Vana  fuperftitio,  divumque  immania  monftra; 
NafTovii  virtus  cum  fe  mirantibus  ofFert, 
Prasfentem  confefla  deum;  cum  figna  decoris 
Divini,  aeternaeque  patent  veftigia  mentis 
Herois  defcripta  animis,  &  vindice  dextra. 

Scilicet  horrendi  jufta  fine  lege  comets; 
Incertam  lucem  quatiunt,  &  crine  minaces 
Sanguineo  lugubre  rubent,  triftefque  trementi 
Indicunt  iras  orbi ;  nifi  publica  vota 
Avertant  laevum  miferis  mortalibus  omen. 
At  vero  juftis  mundum  qui  temperat  horis, 
Vera  Jovis  proles,  coelo  puriffimus  ignis, 
Non  errore  vago,  csecaque  libidine  fertur; 
Certus  iter  lixum  peragit  :  curfufque  diurnos 
Obfervant  homines,  &  fandlum  fydus  adorant. 
.    O  Jane,  O  1  divum  fi  fledere  fata  liceret ; 
Si  parcjE  Anglorum  precibus  mitefcere  fcirent; 
Sol  ifte  ante  fuum  celTaret  currere  coelum, 
Quam  Rex  Naflbvius  terrae  fe  fubtrahet  orbse 
Addeadus  fuperis  :  fed  inexorabile  numen 
Omne  premit  mortale:  aderit,  volventibus  annisj 
I)ira  futura  dies,  &  ineluftabile  tempus. 
Cum  pars  femidgi  moefto  materna  fepulchro 

Condetur 
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Condetur;  dominufque  fuis  plorabitur  abfens. 

At  vos,  O  divi,   fi  quid  pia  vota  valebunt, 

Vos  precor,  asterni,  quorum  hsc  fub  numine  tellu?. 

Tuque,  O  fariifle,  tuis,  Bifrons,  coeleftia  firms 

Pedlora  confiliis ;  fociique  per  sethera  divi. 

Die,  in  amicitiam  coeant,  tecumque  Britannam 

Conjurent  fervare  domum :  communibus  omnium 

Orati  precibus,  magno  procul  omine  triftera, 

Dii,  removete  diem  ;  multofque  benignius  annos 

Accumulate  facro  capid:  da,  Jane,  feneflam 

Immunem  curis,  placidaque  quiete  potitam: 

Sat  bello  Europsque  datum  eft:  fatis  arma  juventus 

Senfit:  &  ingentes  teftatur  terra  triumphos. 

Canitiem  nevus  ornet  honos;  dum  tempora  cii-cum 

Viftrices  inter  lauros  afTurgat  Oliva. 

En  !  hujus,  Jane,  aufpiciis  nafcentia  longura 
Sec'la  habeant  omen  pacis;  Isetique  nepotes 
Seros  jucundis  agitent  fub  legibus  annos  ; 
Anta  ferat  quam  ccelo  animam  Jovis  armiger  alto^  . 
Nobile  onus,  patrioque  heros  pofcatur  olympo  ; 
Ambo  ubi  Ledsi,  ceu  qui  pedes  ibat  in  hoftem^ 
Ceu  luftantis  equi  fpumantia  qui  regit  ora; 
Magnus  ubi  Alcides  fato,   &  Junonis  iniquae 
Ssevis  ereptus  juflis;  ubi  grande  Maronis 
Argumentum,  audlor  Latii,  regnique  Britanni, 
Otia  agunt:   ubi  tot  radiantia  nomina  toto 
JEihere  nota  fatis,  quos  cmnes  asquus  amavit 
Jupiter,   Si  meritis  homines  donavimus  aris  : 
Sero,  Jane  pater,  coelo  decus  adde  patent! 
NaiTovium  fydus,  quod  arnica  luce  corufcuru 
Fulgeat,  &  dubiis  oftendat  littora  nautis, 

A  H 
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A      N 

O  D  E. 

INSCRIBED   TO   THE    MEMORY   OF   THE 

HONORABLE   COLONEL   GEORGE   VILLJERS,  * 

DROWNED     IN     THE     RIVER     PIAVA,     IN     TH£ 
COUNTRY    OF     FRIULI,      MBCCIII. 

IN    IMITATION'  OF    HORACE,    ODE  28.    LIB.    1. 

Te  maris  &  terrae  numeroque  carentis  arense 
Menlbrem  cohibent,  aichyta,  &c. 

O  A  Y,  deareft  Villiers,  poor  departed  friend, 
(Since  fleeting  life  thus  fuddenly  mull  end) 
Say,  what  did  all  thy  bufy  hopes  avail, 
That  anxious  thou  from  pole  to  pole  didft  fail  j 

*  Colonel  George  Villiers  was  in  the  marine  fervice. 
When  this  accident  happened  to  him  he  was  accompanied 
by  William  Courtenay,  Efq;  fon  of  Sir  William  Courte- 
nay,  a  captain  in  his  regiment,  and  both  /hared  the  fame 
fate.  They  had  been  out  on  an  excuifion  to  fee  the 
country. 

Ere 
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Ere  on  thy  chin  the  fpringing  beard  began 
To  fpread  a  doubtfu.1  down,   and  promife  man  ? 
What  profited  thy  thoughts,  and  toils,  and  cares^ 
In  vigour  more  confirm'd,  and  riper  years  ? 
To  wake  ere  morning  dawn  to  loud  alarms, 
And  march  'till  clofe  of  night  in  heavy  arms  ;> 
To  fcorn  the  fummer's  funs  and  winter's  fnows, 
And  fearch  through  every  clime  thy  country's  foes ! 
That  thou  might'll  Fortune  to  thy  fide  engage  ;] 
That  gentle  Peace  might  quell  Bellona's  rage  ; 
And  Anna's  bounty  crown  her  foldier's  hoary  age? 

In  vain  we  think  that  free-will'd  man  has  power 
To  haften  orprotraft  th'  appointed  hour. 
Our  term  of  life  depentlg  not  on  our  deed  : 
Before  our  birth  our  funeral  was  decreed. 
Nor  aw'd  by  foreiight,  nor  mifled  by  chance, 
Imperious  Death  diredls  his  ebon  lancc  ; 
Peoples  great  Henry's  tombs,  and  leads   up   Hol- 
ben's  dance. 

Alike  mult  every  Hate,,  and  every  age 
Sniftain  the  univerfal  tyrant's  rage  : 
For  neither  William's  power,  nor  Mary's  charms^ 
Could  or  repel,  or  pacify  his  arms : 
Young  Churchill  *  fell,  as  life  began  to  bloom  : 
And  Bradford's  f  trembling  age  expefts  the  tomb. 

*  John  Churchill,  Miirquis  of  Elar.dforcl,  only  fon  of 
John  Duke  of  Mailborough  liy  Sar;ih  his  diitchefs.  He 
died  lo  March  1703,  aged  x6,  and  was  buried  at  King's 
College  chapel,  Cambridge. 

f  Francis  Newport  Earl  of  Bradford.  He  died  19  Sep- 
tetnber  170*. 

Wifdona 
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Wifdom  arid  eloquence  In  vain  would  plea^ 
One  moment's  refpite  for  the  learned  head  : 
Judges  of  writings  and  of  men  have  dy'd  ; 
Mecxnas,  Sackville,  Socrates,  and  Hyde  r 
And  in  their  various  turns  their  foris  muft  tread 
Thofe  gloomy  journeys,  which  their  fires  have  ledj 

The  ancient  fage  ,  who  did  fo  long  maintainj 
That  bodies  die)  but  fouls  return  again. 
With  all  the  births  and  deaths  he  had  in  ftore, 
Went  out  Pythagoras,  and  came  no  more. 
And  modern  Afgyll  *,  whofe  capricious  thought 
Is  yet  with  flores  of  wilder  notions  fraught, 

*  John  Afgyll,  Efq;  a  lawyer  of  fome  eminence,  but 
more  remarkable  for  the  very  extraordinary  publication 
here  alluded  to.  He  was  a  member  of  the  Englifti  parlia- 
ment for  Bramber  in  Siillex.  In  the  year  1700  he  publifh- 
ed  a  treatife,  entitled,  "  An  argument  proving  that  ac- 
cording to  the  covenant  of  eternal  life  revealed  in  the 
fcriptures,  man  may  be  tranflated  hence  into  that  eternal 
life  without  pafTing  tlirough  death,  although  the  human 
nature  of  Chrlft  himfelf  could  not  be  thus  tranflr.  1  till 
he  had  pafled  through  death."  Being  involved  in  many 
perplexing  law  fuits,  and  much  reduced  in  his  circum- 
ftances,  the  Houfe  of  Commons  made  this  pamphlet  a 
pretence  for  expelling  him  in  September  1707.  His  affairs 
afterwards  continued  to  grow  worfe,  and  he  paffed  the  re- 
mainder of  his  life  in  the  rules  of  the  King's  Bench  or 
Fleet.  He  died  within  the  former  on  the  lOth  of  Novem- 
ber 1738,  when  he  was  conliderably  abeve  fourfcore  years 

of  age. 
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Too  Toon  convinc'd,  (liall  yield  that  fieeting  breath. 
Which  play'd  fo  idly  with  the  darts  of  death. 

Some  from  the  branded  veilel  force  their  way  ; 
Fearful  of  Fate,  they  nicet  it  in  the  fea  ; 
Some  who  efcape  the  fury  of  the  wave. 
Sicken  on  earth,  and  link  into  a  grave  : 
In  journies  or  at  home,  in  war  or  peace. 
By  hardihips  many,  many  fall  by  eafc. 
Each  changing  feafon  does  its  poifon  bring, 
Rheums  chill  the  winter,  agues  blaft-the  fpring : 
Wet,  dry,  cold,  hot,   at  the  appointed  hour. 
All  aftfabfervient  to  the  tyrant's  pov/cr: 
And  v/hen  obedient  nature  knows  his  vv'ill, 
A  fly,  a  grape/lone,  or  a  hair  can  kill. 

For  refdefs  Profcrpine  for  ever  treads 
In  paths  unfeen,  o'er  our  devoted  heads ; 
And  on  the  fpacious  land,  and  liquid  main 
Spreads  flow  difeafe,  cr  darts  aiilifdve  pain  : 
Variety  of  deaths  confirm  her  endlefs  leign. 

On  curft  Piava's  banks  the  goddcfs  flood, 
Shew'd  her  dire  warrant  to  the  riling  flood  ; 
Whe^'what  I  lone;  muft:  love,  and  lone  muft  mourn. 
With  fatal  fpeed  was  urging  his  return  ; 
In  his  dear  country  to  difperfe  his  care, 
And  arm  hlmfelf  by  reil  for  future  war  ; 
To  chide  his  anxious  friends  oiliciouj  fears. 
And  promife  to  their  joys  his  elder  years. 

Oh  !  defun'd  head  ;  and  Oh!  fcvere  decree  ; 
Nor  nati\c  cojutry  thou,  nor  fi-iend  faalt  fee: 

Vol.  I.  P  Nor 
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Nor  war  liaft  thou  to  wage,  nor  year  to  come  r 
Impending  death  is  thine,  and  inftant  doom. 

Hark  !   the  imperious  goddefs  is  obey'd  : 
Winds  murmur  ;  fnows  defcend  ;  and  waters  fpread: 
Oh !  kinfman,  friend  — Oh!  vain  are  all  the  cries 
Of  human  voice ;  llrong  deftiny  replies  : 
Weep  you  on  earth  :  for  he  fliall  fleep  below  : 
Thence  none  return ;  and  thither  all  mud  go. 

Whoe'er  thou  art,  whom  choice  or  bufinefs  leada 
To  this  fad  river,  or  the  neighbouring  meads ;, 
If  thou  may'ft  happen  on  the  dreary  fhores 
To  find  the  objeft  which  this  verfe  deplores  j 
Cleanfe  the  pale  corps  with  a  religious  hand 
From  the  polluting  weed  and  common  fund  ; 
Lay  the  dead  hero  graceful  in  a  grave; 
(The  only  honour  he  can  now  receive) 
And  fragrant  mould  upon  his  body  throw  : 
And  plant  the  warrior  laurel  o'er  his  brow 
Light  lie  the  earth  ;  and  flourilli  green  the  bough. 

So  may  juft  Heaven  fecure  thy  future  life 
From  foreign  dangers,   and  domeftick  ftrife  ! 
And  when  th'  infernal  judge's  difmal  power 
Ft-om  the  dark  urn  fhall  throw  thy  deftin'd  hour  j 
When  yielding  to  the  fentence,  brcathlefs  thou 
And  pale  fhalt  lie,  as  what  thou  burieft  now  ; 
May  fome  kind  friend  the  piteous  objeft  fee, 
And  eq^ual  rites  perform,  to  that  which  once  was  tKee. 
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SPOKEN    AT    COURT    BEFORE    THE    QUEEN,     ON 
HER    majesty's    BIRTH-DAY,     MDCCIV. 

J^HINE  forth,  ye  planets,  with diftlnguifh'd light. 
As  when  ye  hallow'd  firft  this  happy  night : 
Again  tranfmit  your  friendly  beams  to  earth  : 
As  when  Britannia  joy'd  for  Anna's  birth  : 
And  thou,  propitious  ftar,  whofe  facred  power 
Prefided  o'er  the  msnarch's  natal  hour. 
Thy  radiant  voyages  for  ever  run, 
Yielding  to  none  but  Cynthia,  and  the  Sun  : 
With  thy  fair  afpeft  ftill  illuflrate  Heaven : 
Kindly  preferve  what  thou  haft  greatly  given : 
Thy  influence  for  thy  Anna  we  implore : 
Prolong  one  life  ;  and  Britain  aflcs  no  more  ; 
For  Virtue  can  no  ampler  power  exprefs. 
Than  to  be  great  in  war,  and  good  in  peace : 
For  thought  no  higher  wifh  of  blifs  can  frame. 
Than  to  enjoy  that  virtue  still  the  same. 
Entire  and  fure  the  monarch's  rule  muft  prove. 
Who  founds  her  greatnefs  on  her  fubjefts  love  ; 
Who  does  our  homage  for  our  good  require  ; 
And  orders  that  which  we  fhould  firll  defire  : 

P  2  Our 
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Our  vanquifla'd  wills  that  pleailng  force  obey, 

Her  goodnefs  takes  our  liberty  away, 

And  haughty  Britain  yields  to  arbitrary  fway. 

Let  the  young  Auftrian  then  her  terrors  bear, 
■Great  as  he  is,  her  delegate  in  war  : 
Let  him  in  thunder  fpeak  to  both  his  Spains, 
That  in  thefe  dreadful  ifles  a  woman  reigns. 
While  the  bright  queen  does  on  her  fubjedls  fhower 
The  gentle  blefHngs  of  her  fofter  power; 
Gives  facred  morals  to  a  vicious  age, 
To  temples  zeal,  and  manners  to  the  Ilage ; 
Bids  the  chafle  Mufe  without  a  blufli  appear ; 
And  Wit  be  that  which  Heaven  and  fhe  may  hear. 

Minerva  thus  to  Perfeus  lent  her  fhield  ; 
Secure  of  conqueft,  fent  him  to  the  field : 
The  Hero  a6led  what  the  Queen  ordain'd  : 
So  was  his  fame  compleat,  and  Andromede  unchain'd 

Mean  time  amidll:  her  native  temples  fate 
The  goddefs,  ftudious  of  her  Grecian's  fate. 
Taught  them  in  laws  and  letters  to  excel. 
In  acling  juflly,  and  in  writing  well. 
Thus  whilll  ftie  did  her  various  power  difpofe  ; 
The  world  was  free  from  tyrants,  wars,  and  woes  : 
Virtue  v/as  taught  in  verfe,  and  Athens'  glory  rofe. 
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MONSIEUR  BOILEAU  DESPREAUXj 

OCCASIONED       BY 

THE    VICTORY    AT    BLENHEIM, 

M  D  C  C  I  V. 

— —  Ciipidum,  pater  optime,  vires 
Dcficiunt:   neque  enim  quivis  horrentia  pills 

Agmina,  nee  fra^a  pereuntes  cufplde  gallos 

Hor.  Sat.  i,  L.  2. 

O  I N  C  E  hir'd  for  life,  thy  fervile  Mufe  muft  fing 

Succeffive  conquefts,  and  a  glorious  king; 

Muft  of  a  man  immortal  vainly  boaft, 

And  bring  him  lawrels,  whatfoe'er  they  coft  : 

What  turn  wilt  thou  employ,  what  colours  lay 

On  the  event  of  that  fuperior  day. 

In  which  one  Englifh  fubjeft's  profperous  hand 

(So  Jove  did  will ;  fo  x'^nna  did  command) 

Broke  the  proud  column  of  thy  mailer's  praife. 

Which  fixty  winters  had  confpir'd  to  raife  ? 

P  3  Frcnv 
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From  the  left  field  a  hundred  ftandards  brought 
Muft  be  the  work  of  Chance,  and  Fortune's  fault: 
Bavaria's  ftars  mull  be  accus'd,  which  flione, 
That  fatal  day  the  mighty  work  was  done, 
With  rays  oblique  upon  the  Gallic  fun. 
Some  Daemon  envying  France  mifled  the  fight: 
And  Mars  miftook,  tho'  Louis  order'd  right. 

When  thy  *  young  mufe  invok'd  the  tuneful  Nine, 
To  fay  how  Louis  did  not  pafs  the  Rhine, 
What  work  had  we  with  Wageninghen,  Arnheim, 
Places  that  could  not  be  reduc'd  to  rhime  ! 
And  though  the  poet  made  his  laft  efforts, 
V/urts — who  could  mention  in  heroic — Wurts  ? 
But,  tell  me  haft  thou  reafon  to  complain 
Df  the  rough  triumphs  of  the  laft  campaign  ; 
The  Danube  refcu'd,  and  the  empire  fav'd. 
Say,  is  the  majefty  of  verfe  retriev'd  ? 
And  would  it  prejudice  thy  fofter  vein, 
To  fing  the  princes,  Louis  and  Eugene  ? 
Is  it  too  hard  in  happy  verfe  to  place 
The  Vans  and  Vanders  of  the  Rhine  and  Maes  ? 
Her  warriors  Anna  fends  from  Tweed  and  Thames^ 
That  France  may  fall  by  more  harmonious  names, 
Canft  thou  not  Hamilton  or  Lumley  bear  ? 
Would  Ingoldfby  or  Palmes  offend  thy  ear  ? 
And  is  there  not  a  found  in  Marlborough's  name. 
Which  thou,  and  all  thy  brethren  ought  to  claim, 
Sacred  to  verfe,  and  fure  of  endlefs  fame  f 
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Epiftie  4.   du  Sr.  Boileaii  Defpreaux  au  Roy. 

En  vain,  pour  te  Loiier,  Szc.  '^''• 
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Catts  is  in  metre  fomething  harfh  to  read  : 
PJace  me  the  valiant  Gouram  in  his  ilead : 
Let  the  intention  make  the  number  good  : 
Let  generous  Sylvius  fpeak  for  honeil  Wood. 
And  though  rough  Churchill  fcarcein  verfewill  lland^ 
So  as  to  have  one  rhime  at  his  command  : 
With  eafe  the  bard  reciting  Blenheim's  plain, 
"May  clofe  the  verfe,  remembring  but  the  Dane. 

I  grant,  old  friend,  old  foe,  (for  fuch  we  are 
Alternate  as  the  chance  of  peace  and  war) 
That  we  poetic  folks.,  who  muft  reltrain 
Our  meafur'd  fayings  in  an  equal  chain. 
Have  troubles  utterly  unknown  to  thofe. 
Who  let  their  fancy  loofe  in  rambling  profe. 

For  inilance  now,  how  hard  is  it  for  me 
To  make  my  matter  and  my  verfe  agree  ! 
*'  In  one  great  day  on  Hochftet's  fatal  plain 
*'  French  aad  Bavarians  twenty  thoufand  flain? 
*'  Pufh'd  through  the  Danube  to  the  fnores  of  Styx 
"  Squadrons  eighteen,  battalions  twenty-fiX4 
•"  Officers  captive  made  and  private  men, 
^'  Of  thefe  twelve  hundred,  of  thofe  thoufands  ten. 
*'  Tents,  ammunition,  colours,  carriages, 
"  Cannon,  and  kettle-drums!"— fweet  numbers  thefe» 
But  is  it  thus  you  Englifh  bards  compofe  ? 
With  Runic  lays  thus  tag  infipid  profe  ? 
And  when  yoti  fhould  your  heroes  deeds  rehearfe. 
Give  us  a  commiffary's  lift  in  verfe  ? 

Why  faith,  Defpreaux,  there's  fenfe  in  v>'hat  you  f  xy  i 
I  told  you  where  ray  difficulty  lay  : 
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So  vaft,  ^o  numerous  were  great  Blenheim's  fpoiU, 
They  fcorn  the  bounds  of  verfe,    and  mock   the 

Mafe's  toils. 
To  make  tlie  rough  recital  aptly  chime, 
Or  bring  the  fum  of  Gallia's  lofs  to  rhime, 
'Tis  mighty  hard  :  what,  poet  would  effay 
To  couilt  the  ftrcamers  of  my  Lord  Mayor's-day  ? 
To  number  all  the  feveral  dijhes  dreil 
By  honell:  Lamb,  laft  coronation  feaft  ? 
Or  make  arithmetic  and  epic  meet, 
And  Newton's  thodghts  in  Dryden's  llile  repeat? 

O  Poet,  had  it  been  Apollo's  will. 
That  I  had  fhar'd  a  portion  of  thy  Ikill  : 
Had  this  poor  breaft  receiv'd  the  heavenly  beam  ; 
Or  could  I  hope  my  verfe  might  reach  my  theme ; 
Yet,  Boileau,  yet  the  labouring  mufc  fhould  llrive, 
Beneath  the  fliades  of  Marlborough's  wreaths  to  live  : 
Should  call  afpiring  Gods  to  blefs  her  choice ; 
And  to  their  favourite  fcrains  exalt  her  voice. 
Arms  and  a  Queen  to  fmg ;  who,  great  and  good. 
From  peaceful  Thames  to  Danube's  wondering  flood. 
Sent  forth  the  terror  of  her  high  commands. 
To  fave  the  nations  from  invading  hands. 
To  prop  fair  Liberty's  declining  cauie. 
And  fix  the  jarring  world  with  equal  laws. 

The  queen  fhould  fit  in  Windfor's  facred  grove. 
Attended  by  the  Gods  of  War  and  Love  : 
Both  fliould  with  equal  zeal  her  fmiles  implore. 
To  fix  her  joys,  or  to  extend  her  power. 

Sudden, 
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Sudden,  the  Nymphs  and  Tritons  ihould  appear; 
And  as  great  Anna's  fmiles  difpel  their  fear. 
With  aftive  dance  (hould  her  obfervance  claim  ; 
With  vocal  fliell  fiiould  found  her  happy  name. 
Their  matter  Thames  Ihould  leave  the  neighb'ring 

fhore, 
By  his  flrong  anchor  known,  and  filver  oar  ; 
Should  lay  his  enfigns  at  his  fovereign's  feet. 
And  audience  mild  with  humble  grace  intreat. 

To  her,  his  dear  defence,  he  lliould  complain. 
That  whilft  he  bleffes  her  indulgent  reign  ; 
Whilil:  furtheft  feas  are  by  his  Heets  furvey'd. 
And  on  his  happy  banks  each  India  laid  ; 
His  brethren  Maes,  and  Waal,  and  R.hine,  and  Saar 
Feel  the  hard  burthen  of  opprefTive  war : 
That  Danube  fcarce  retains  his  rightful  courfe 
Againft  two  rebel  armies  neighbouring  force  : 
And  all  muft  weep  fad  captives  to  the  Seine, 
Unlefs  unchain'd  and  freed  by  Britain's  queen. 

The  valiant  fovereign  calls  her  general  forth; 
Neither  recites  her  bounty,  nor  his  worth  : 
She  tells  him,  he  muil:  F-urope's  fate  redeem. 
And  by  that  labour  merit  her  elleem  : 
She  bids  him  wait  her  to  the  facred  hall ; 
Shews  him  prince  Edward,  and  the  conqucr'd  Gaul; 
Fixing  the  bloody  crofs  upon  his  breaft. 
Says,  he  muft  die,  or  fuccour  the  diftrefs'd : 
Placing  the  Saint  an  emblem  by  his  fide. 
She  tells  him  Virtue  arm'd  muft  conquer  lavvlefs  Pride. 

I'he 
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The  hero  bows  obedient,  and  retires ; 
The  Queen's  commands  exalt  the  warrior's  fires. 
His  fteps  are  to  the  filent  woods  inclin'd. 
The  great  defign  revolving  in  his  mind : 
When  to  his  fight  a  heavenly  form  appears : 
Her  hand  a  palm,  her  head  a  lawrel  wears. 

Mc,  Ihe  begins,  the  fairell  child  of  Jove, 
Below  for  ever  fought,   and  blefs'd  above  ; 
Me,  the  bright  fource  of  wealth,  and  power  and 

fame  ; 
(Nor  need  I  fay,  Vidloria  Is  my  name) 
IVIe  the  great  father  down  to  thee  has  fent : 
He  bids  me  wait  at  thy  diftinguifh'd  tent. 
To  execute  what  Anna's  wifh  would  have  : 
Her  fubjeifl  thou,  I  only  am  her  flave. 

Dare  then,  thou  much  belov'd  by  fmiling  fate<, 
For  Anna's  fake,  and  in  her  name,  be  great : 
Go  forth,  and  be  to  dillant  nations  known, 
My  future  favourite,  and  my  darling  fon. 
At  Schellenbergh  I'll  manifeil  fuftain 
Thy  glorious  caufe  ;  and  fpread  my  wings  ngair 
Confpicuous  o'er  thy  helm.,  in  Blenheim's  pla 
The  Goddefs  faid,  nor  would  admit  reply  ; 
But  cut  the  liquid  air,  and  gain'd  the  Iky. 

His  high  commilTion  is  through  Britain  known  : 
And  thronging  armies  to  his  ftandard  run, 
He  marches  thoughtful,   and  he  fpeedy  fails : 
(Blefs  him,  ye  feas !  and  profper  him  ye  gales  !) 
Belgia  receives  him  welcome  to  her  fhores, 
And  William's  death  with  lefTen'd  grief  deplores : 

His 


gain,    > 
ain.      ■* 


POEMS        OF  «07 

His  prefence  only  mull  retrieve  that  lofs : 
Marlborough  to  her  muft  be  what  William  was. 
So  when  great  Atlas,  from  thefe  low  abodes 
Recall'd,  was  gather'd  to  his  kindred-gods  ; 
Alcides  refpitcd  by  prudent  fate, 
Suftain'd  the  ball,  nor  droop'd  beneath  the  weight. 

Secret  and  fwift  behold  the  chief  advance  ; 
Sees  half  the  empire  join'd,  and  friend  to  France  : 
The  Britiih  general  dooms  the  fight ;  his  fword 
Dreadful  he  draws  :  the  captains  wait  the  word. 
Anne  and  St.  George  the  charging  hero  cries: 
Shrill  echo  from  the  neighbouring  wood  replies 
Anne  and  St.  George — At  that  aiifpicious  fign 
The  ftandards  move;  the  adverfe  armies  join, 
Of  eight  great  hours.  Time  meafures  out  the  fands; 
And  Europe's  fate  in  doubtful  balance  Hands ; 
The  ninth,    Vidloria  comes : — o'er  Marlborough'g 

head 
Confefs'd  flie  fits ;  the  hoftile  troops  recede  : 
Triumphs  the  Goddefs,   from  her  promife  freed. 

The  eagle,   by  the  Britifli  lion's  might 
Unchain'd  and  free,  diredls  her  upward  flight : 
Nor  did  fhe  e'er  with  ftronger  pinions  foar 
FroniTyber's  banks,  than  now  from  Danube's  fhore. 

Fir'd  with  the  thoughts  which  thefe  ideas  raife. 
And  great  ambition  of  my  country's  praife ; 
The  Englifti  Mufe  fhould  like  the  Mantuan  rife. 
Scornful  of  earth  and  clouds,  fliould  reach  the  ficies 
With  wonder   (though  with  envy  ftill)   purfued  by 

human  eyes. 

But 


} 


} 
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But  we  muft  change  the  ftyle — ^juil  now  I  faid, 
I  ne'er  was  mailer  of  the  tuneful  trade  ; 
Or  the  fmall  genius  which  my  youth  could  boaft. 
In  piofe  and  bulinefs  lies  extinft  and  loft. 
Blefs'd,  if  I  may  fome  younger  mufe  excite. 
Point  out  the  game,  and  animate  the  flight ; 
That  from  Marfeilles  to  Calais,  France  may  know, 
As  we  have  conquerors,  we  have  poets  too  ; 
And  either  lawrel  does  in  Britain  grow ; 
That,  though  amongft  ourfelves,  with  too  much  heat. 
We  fometimes  wrangle,  when  we  fliculd  debate ; 
(  A  confequential  ill  which  freedom  draws  j 
A  bad  efFcft,  but  from  a  noble  caufe ; ) 
We  can  with  univerfal  zeal  advance. 
To  curb  the  faithlefs  arrogance  of  France  j 
Nor  ever  Ihall  Britannia's  fons  refufe 
To  anfwer  to  thy  Mafter  or  thy  Mufe ; 
Nor  want  jufl  fubjedl  for  viftoi-ious  ftrains  ; 
While  Marlborough's  arm  eternal  lawrels  gains ; 
And  where  old  Spencer  fung,  a  new  Eliza  reigns 


FOR 
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FOR      THE 

PLAN     OF    A     FOUNTAIN, 

ON      WHICH      ARE      THE 

EFFIGIES    OF    THE    QJJ  E  E  N 

ON     A    TRIUMPHAL    ARCH,    THE 

DUKE      OF      MARLBOROUGH 

BENEATH,      AND    THE 

«HIEF      RIVERS      OF      THE      WORLD      ROUND 
THE     WHOLE      WORK. 

x  E  aftive  ftreams,  where-e'er  your  waters  flow. 
Let  diftant  climes  and  furthell:  nations  know. 
What  ye  from  Thames  and  Danube  have  been  taught. 
How  Anne  commanded,  and  how  Marlborough  fought., 

Quacunque  ^terno  properatis,  flumina,  lapfu, 
Divifis  late  terris,  populif:jae  remotis 
Dicite,  nam  vobis  Tamifis  narravit  &  Ifler, 
Anna  quid  imperils  potuit,  quid  Marlburus  armis. 
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THE 

CHAMELEON. 

xx  S  the  Chameleon,  who  is  known 

To  have  no  colours  of  his  own ; 

But  borrows  from  his  neighbours  hue 

His  white  or  black,  his  green  or  blue ; 

And  ftruts  as  much  in  ready  light. 

Which  credit  gives  him  upon  fight : 

As  if  the  rain-bow  were  in  tail 

Settl'd  on  him,  and  his  heirs  male  ; 

So  the  young  'fquire,  when  firll  he  comes 

From  country  fchool  to  Will's  or  Tom's :  * 

And  equally,  in  truth  is  fit 

To  be  a  Ilatefman  or  a  wit ; 

Without  one  notion  of  his  own. 

He  fanters  wildly  up  and  down  ; 

'Till  fome  acquaintance,  good  or  bad. 

Takes  notice  of  a  flaring  lad ; 

Admits  him  in  among  the  gang : 

They  jell,  reply,  difpute,  harangue: 

*  Two  celebrated  ccfFee-houfes. 

He 
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He  afls  and  talks,  as  they  befriend  him, 
Smear'd  with  the  colours,  which  they  lend  him. 

Thus  merely,  as  his  fortune  chances. 
His  merit  or  his  vice  advances. 

If  haply  he  the  fedl  purfues. 
That  read  and  comment  upon  news ; 
He  takes  up  their  myfterious  face  : 
He  drinks  his  coffee  without  lace. 
This  week  his  mimic-tongue  runs  o'er 
What  they  have  faid  the  week  before. 
His  wifdom  fets  all  Europe  right; 
And  teaches  Marlborough  when  to  fight. 

Or  if  it  be  his  fate  to  meet 
With  folks  who  have  more  wealth  than  wit  ; 
He  loves  cheap  Port,  and  double  Bub  ; 
And  fettles  in  the  hum-drum  club: 
He  learns  how  ftocks  will  fall  or  rife; 
Holds  poverty  the  greateil  vice ; 
Thinks  wit  the  bane  of  converfation  ; 
And  fays  that  learning  fpoils  a  nation. 

But  if,   at  firft,  he  minds  his  hits. 
And  drinks  Champaigne  among  the  wits  j 
Five  deep  he  toafls  the  towering  laiTes ;. 
Repeats  you  verfes  wrote  on  glafles  ; 
Is  in  the  chair;   prefcribes  the  lawj 
And  Ives  with  thofe  he  never  favv. 
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MERRY    ANDRE  \^. 


c 

OLY  Merry  Andrew,  the  laft  Southwark  fair       1 
(At  Barthol'mew  he  did  not  much  appear  :  r 

So  peevifli  was  the  edift  of  the  Mayor) 
At  Southwark  therefore  as  his  tricks  he  fhow'd. 
To  pleafe  our  mailers,  and  his  friends  the  croud ; 
A  huge  neats  tongue  he  in  his  right  hand  held  : 
His  left  was  with  a  good  binck-pudding  iill'd. 
With  a  grave  look,  in  this  odd  equipage. 
The  clownifh  mimic  traverfes  the  ftage  : 
Why  how  now,   Andrew!   cries  his  brother  droll. 
To-day's  conceit,  methinks,   is  fomething  dull : 
Come  on.  Sir,   to  our  worthy  friends  explain. 
What  docs  your  emblematick  worfhip  mean  ? 
Quoth  Andrew  ;  honeft  Englifli  let  us  fpeak  : 

Your  emble (what  d'ye  call't)  is  heathen  Greek. 

To  tongue  or  pudding  thou  haft  no  preience : 
Learning  thy  talent  is,   but  mine  is  fenfe. 
That  bufy  fool  I  was,  which  thou  art  now  j 
Defirous  to  correct,  not  knowing  how  ; 
With  very  good  deilgn,   but  little  wit. 
Blaming  or  praifmg  things,  as  I  thought  fit. 

I  for 
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I  for  this  condudl  had  what  I  deferv'd ; 

And  dealing  honeftly,  was  almoft  ftarv'd. 

But,  thanks  to  my  indulgent  ftars,  I  eat ; 

Since  I  found  the  fecret  to  be  great. 

O,  deareft  Andrew,  fays  the  humble  drol!. 

Henceforth  may  I  obey,  and  thou  controll ; 

Provided  thou  impart  thy  ufeful  Ikill. — 

Bow  then,  fays  Andrew;  and,  for  once,  I  will.— 

Be  of  your  patron's  mind,  whate'er  he  fays  ; 

Sleep  very  much  ;  think  little  ;  and  talk  lefs  : 

Mind  neither  good  nor  bad,  nor  right  nor  wrong, 

But  eat  your  pudding,  Have;  and  hold  your  tongue. 

A  reverend  prelate  ftopt  his  coach  and  fix. 
To  laugh  a  little  at  our  Andrew's  tricks. 
But  when  he  heard  him  give  this  golden  rule. 
Drive  on  (he  cry'd)  ;  this  fellow  is  no  fool. 


Vol.  I.  Ct  "         A    S  I- 
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SIMILE. 

U  EAR  Thomas,  did'fl  thou  never  pop 
Thy  head  into  a  tin-man's  fhop  ? 
There,  Thomas,  didft  thou  ncA^er  fee 
('Tis  but  by  way  of  Simile) 
A  fquirrel  fpend  his  little  rage, 
In  jumping  round  a  rowling  cage  ? 
The  cage,  as  either  fide  turn'd  up. 
Striking  a  ring  of  bells  a-top  ? 

Mov'd  in  the  orb,  pleas'd  with  the  chimes. 
The  foolifh  creature  thinks  he  climbs  : 
But  here  or  there,  turn  wood  or  wire. 
He  never  gets  two  inches  higher. 

So  fares  it  with  thofe  merry  blades. 
That  fri&  it  under  Pindus'  fhades. 
In  noble  fongs,    and  lofty  odes. 
They  tread  on  ftars,    and  talk  v/ith  Gods ; 
Still  dancing  in  an  airy  round. 
Still  pleas'd  v.'ith  her  own  verfes'  found; 
Brought  back,  how  fall  foe'er  they  go. 
Always  afpiring,  always  low. 


THE 
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THE 


O  AY,  Sire  of  infefts,  mighty  Sol, 
(A  Fly  upon  the  chariot  pole 
Cries  out)  what  Blue-bottle  alive 
Did  ever  with  fuch  fury  drive  ? 
Tell  Belzebub,  great  father,   tell, 
(Says  t'other,  perch'd  upon  the  wheel) 
Did  ever  any  mortal  Fly 
Raife  fuch  a  cloud  of  dull,  as  I  ? 

My  judgement  turn'd  the  whole  debate  ; 
My  valour  fav'd  the  finking  Hate. 
So  talk  two  idle  buzzing  things ; 
Tofs  up  their  heads,  and  ftretch  their  wing^* 
But  let  the  truth  to  light  be  brought : 
This  neither  fpoke,  nor  t'other  fought ; 
No  merit  in  their  own  behaviour : 
Both  rais'd,  but  by  their  party's  favour* 


Q    2  FRO 
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FROM      THE      GREEK. 


Gr 


EAT  Bacchus,  born  in  thunder  and  ia  fire. 
By  native  heat  aflerts  his  dreadful  fire. 
Nourifh'd  near  fhady  rills  and  cooling  ftreams. 
He  to  the  nymphs  avows  his  amorous  flames^ 
To  all  the  brethren  at  the  Bell  and  Vine, 
The  moral  Aiys ;  mix  water  with  your  wine. 


EPIGRAM. 

Jr  RAN  K  carves  very  ill,  yet  will  palm  all  the  meats ; 
He  eats  more  than  fix;  and  drinks  more  than  he  eats. 
Four  pipes  after  dinner  he  conftantly  fmokes  ; 
And  feafons  his  whifs  with  impertinent  jokes. 
Yet  fighing,  he  fays,  we  muft  certainly  break  ; 
And  my  cruel  unkindnefs  compels  him  to  fpeak  ; 
For  of  late  I  invite  him-— but  four  times  a  week. 


I 
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ANOTHER. 


JL  O  John  I  ovv'd  great  obligation  ; 
^ut  John,  unhappily  thought  fit, 
To  publifh  it  to  all  the  nation  : 

Sure  John  and  I  are  more  than  quit. 


ANOTHER. 

JL  E  S,  every  poet  is  a  fool : 

By  demonftration  Ned  can  Ihow  it : 
Happy,  could  Ned's  inverted  rule 
Prove  every  fool  to  be  a  poet. 


ANOTHER. 

1  H  Y  nags,  (the  leanefl:  things  alive) 
So  very  hard  thou  lov'ft  to  drive  j 
I  heard  thy  anxious  coachman  fay. 
It  coll  thee  more  in  whips  than  hay, 

0,3  TO 
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T      O 

A    PERSON    WHO    WROTE    ILL, 

AND 

SPOKE     WORSE    AGAINST    ME. 

J— >YE,  Philo,  untouch'd  on  my  peaceable  fhelf; 

Nor  take  it  amifs,  that  fo  little  I  heed  thee  : 
I've  no  envy  to  thee,  and  fome  love  to  my  fclf : 

Then  why  fhould  I  anfwer  ;  fince  firft  I  mufl  read 
thee  ? 

Drunk  with  Helicon's  waters  and  double  brew'd  bub. 
Be  a  linguift,  a  poet,  a  critic,  a  wag  ; 

To  the  folid  delight  of  thy  well-judging  club. 
To  the  damage  alone  of  thy  bookfeller  Brag. 

Purfue  me  with  fatyr :  what  harm  is  there  in't  ? 

But  from  all  viva  voce  refleftion  forbear  : 
There  can  be  no  danger  from  what  thou  Ihalt  print: 

There  may  be  a  little  from  what  thou  may'ft  fwear. 


p  N 
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ON    THE    SAME    PERSON. 


Wi 


H  I L  E,  ialler  than  his  coftlve  brain  indites, 
Philo's  quick  hand  in  flowing  letters  writes ; 
His  cafe  appears  to  me  like  honeft  Teague's, 
When  he  was  run  away  with,  by  his  legs. 
Phcebus,   give  Philo  o'er  himielf  command ; 
Quicken  his  fenfes,  or  reftrain  his  hand ; 
Let  him  be  kept  from  paper,  pen,  and  ink  : 
So  may  he  ceafe  to  write,  and  learn  to  think. 


QUID    SIT    FUTURUM    CRAS    FUGE    QU^RERE. 

Jr  OR  what  to-morrow  fhall  difclofe. 
May  fpoil  what  you  to-night  propofe  : 
England  may  change  ;  or  Cloe  ftray : 
Love  and  life  are  for  to-day. 
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A 
BALLAD 

OF       THE 

NOTBROWNE      MAYDE.  » 


A. 


B 


E  it  ryght,  or  wrong,  thefe  men  among  on  wo- 
men do  complayne  ; 
AfFyrmynge  tliis — how  that  it  is  a  labour  fpent  in 

vayne, 
To  love  them  wele;  for  never  a  dele  thy  love  a  man 

agayne  : 
For  late  a  man  do  what  he  can,  thcyr  favour  to  at- 
tayne. 

Yet, 

*  This  ancient  poem  was  originally  printed  in  an  old 
black  letter  book,  intitled,  the  customes  of  London 
OR  arnolde's  CHRONICLE,  which  Mr.  Capell  fuppofes 
appeared  about  the  year  1521.  According  to  that  gentle- 
man's opinion—"  It  was  certainly  written  in  the  beginning 
**  of  the  fixteenth  century,  and  not  fooner  :  the  curious  in 
**  thefe  matters,  who  fliall  conceive  a  doubt  of  what  is  here 
*'  aflerted  thro' remembrance  of  what  he  hasfeen  advanced  by 

*'  a  poet 


M.        PRIOR.  221 

Vet,  yf  a  newe  do  them  purfue,  theyr  fyrft  true 
lover  than 

Laboureth  for  nought ;    for  from  her  thought  he  is 
a  banyfhed  man. 
B. 

I  fay,  nat,  nay,  but  that  all  day  it  is  bothe  writ  and 
fayd. 

That  womens  fayth  is,  as  who  fayth,  all  utterly  de- 
cayed : 

But,  neverthelefle,   ryght  good  wytn elTe  in  this  caf© 
might  be  layed, 

That  they  love  true,  and  continue ;  recorde  the  not- 
browne  mayde  ; 

*'  a  poet  of  late  days,  is  defired  to  look  into  the  works  of  tlie 
"  great  Sir  Thomas  More,  and  particulaily  into  a  poem 
*'  that  ftands  at  the  head  of  them,  and  from  thence  receive 
*'  convifiion;  if  famenefs  of  rhymes,  famenefs  of  orthogra- 
**  phy,  and  a  very  near  affinity  of  words  and  phiafes  be  ca- 
*♦  pable  of  giving  it."  The  POET  OF  late  days  mentioned 
above,  is  certainly  Mr.  Prior,  who  in  the  edition  of  his 
poems  publifhed  in  171 8,  had  alltrted  it  to  have  been 
v.;riiten  three  hundred  years  since.  What  led  him 
to  that  miftaken  notion,  was  probably  a  writer  in  THE 
MUSES  MERCURY  for  June  1707,  who  conje6lures  that 
it  was  written  about  the  year  1472.  The  fame  writer  fays, 
and  the  Ballad  feems  to  confirm  it,  that  the  perfons  repre- 
fented  are  a  young  Lord,  the  Earl  of  Weftmoreland's  fon, 
and  a  lady  of  equal  quality.  The  copy  frera  which  this 
poem  hath  hitherto  been  printed  being  very  inaccurate,  it  is 
here  given  according  to  that  publilhed  by  Mr.  Capell. 

Which, 
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Which,  when  her  love  came,  her  to  prove,  to  her  to 

make  his  monc, 
Wolde  nat  depart ;  for  in  her  hart  fhe  loved  but  hym 

alone. 

A. 

Than  betwayne  us  late  us  dyfcus  what  was   all   the 

manere 
Betwayne  them  two  :  we  wyll  alfo  tell  all  the  payne, 

and  fere, 
That  fhe  was  in  :  novve  I  begyn,  fo  that  ye  me  an- 

fwere  ; 

Wherefore,  all  ye,  that  prefent  be,  I  pray  you  give 

an  ere  : 

I  am  the  knyght ;  I  come  by  nyght,  as   fecret   as  I 

can  ; 
Sayinge,  Alas,   thus  ftandeth  the  cafe,   I  am  a  ba- 

nyfhed  man. 

B. 

And  I  your  wyll  for  to  fulfyll  in  this  wyll  nat  refufe  ; 
Truftynge  to  fhewe  in  vvordes  fewe,  that  men   have 

na  yll  ufe] 
(To  theyr  own  fname)  women  to  blame,  and  caufe- 

lefTe  them  accufe  : 
Therfore  to  you  I  anfwere  nowe,  all  women  to  ex- 

cufe, 

Myne  owne  hart  dere,  with  you  what  chere  ?  I  pray 

you,    tell  anoue  ; 
For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde  I  love  but  you 

alone. 

A.  It 
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A. 
It  flandeth  fo ;  a  dede  is  do,  whereof  grete  harme 

fhall  growe  : 
My  deftiny  is  for  to  dy  a  fhamefuU  deth,  I  trowe  j 
Or  elles  to  fle  :   the  one  mull  be  ;   none  other  way  I 

knowe. 
But  to  withdrawe  as  an  outlawe,  and  take  me  to  my 

bowe. 
Wherefore,  adue,  my  owne  hart  true  !   none  other 

rede  I  can ; 
For  I  muft  to  the  grene  wode  go,  alone,  a  banyfhed 

man. 

B. 

0  Lorde,  what  Is  this  worldys  blyfle,  that  chaungeth 

as  the  mone  ! 
The  fomers  day  in  lufty  May  is  derked   before  the 
none.  ' 

1  here  you  fay,  farewell ;  nay,   nay,   we  depart  nat 

fo  fone  : 
Why  fay  ye  fo  ?  wheder  wyll  ye  go  ?  alas,  what  have 

ye  done  ? 
^11  my  welfare  to  forrowe  and  care  fholde  chaunge, 

yf  ye  were  gone  ; 
For,  in  my  mynde,   of  all  mankynde  I  love  but  you 

alone. 

A. 
J  can  beleve,  it  fhall  you  greve,   and  fomwhat  you 

dyflrayne  : 
But,  aftyrwarde,  your  paynes  harde  within  a  day  or 

t\vayne 

Shall 
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Shall  fone  aflake  ;  and  ye  fliall  take  comfort  to  you 

agayne. 
Why  fholde  ye  ought?  for,   to  make  thought,  your 

labour  were  in  vayne. 
And  thus  I  do  ;  and  pray  you  to,  as  hartely  as  I  can ; 
For  I  mull  to  the  grene  wode  go,  alone,   a  banyflied 

man. 

B. 
Now,   fyth  that  ye  have  fhcwed  to  me  the  fecret  of 

your  mynde, 
I  fhall  be  playne  to  you  agayne,  lyke  as  ye  fhall  me 

fynde  : 
Syth  it  is  fo  that  ye  wyll  go,   I  wolle  not  leve  be- 

hynde  ; 
Shall  it  never  be  fayd,  the  Notbrowne  mayd  was  t» 

her  love  unkynde  : 
Make  you  redy  ;  for  fo  am  I,  although  it  were  anone; 
For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde  I  love  but  you 

alone. 

A. 
Yet  I  you  rede  to  take  good  hede  what  men  wyll 

thynke  and  fay : 
Of  younge  and  olde  it  fhall  be  tolde,  that  ye  be  gone 

away  j 
Your  wanton  wyll  for  to  fulfill,  in  grene  wode  you 

to  play  ; 
And  that  ye  myght  from  your  delyghtno  lengermake 

delay  ; 

Rather 
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Rather  than  ye  (holde  thus  for  me  be  called  an  yll 

woman , 
Yet  wolde  I  to  the  grene  wode  go,  alone,  a  banyfhcd 

man. 

B. 

Though  it  be  fonge  of  olde  and  yonge,   that  I  fholde 

be  to  blame, 
Theyrs  be  the  charge  that  fpeke  fo  large  in  hurtynge 

of  my  name : 
For  I  wyll  prove,  that  faythful  love  it  is  devoyd  of 

fhame  ; 
In  your  dyftreffe,   and  hevynefle,  to  part  wyth  you, 

the  fame ; 
To  ftiewe  all  tho  that  do  nat  fo,  true  lovers  are  they 

none  : 
For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde  I  love  but  yoa 
alone. 

A. 
I  counceyle  you,  remember  howe  it  is  no  maydens 

lawe, 
Nothynge  to   dout,  but  to  renne  out  to  wode  with 

an  outlawe: 
For  ye  muft  there  in  your  hand  here  a  bowe,  redy  to 

drawe  ; 
And,  as  a  thefe,   thus  muft  you  lyve,  ever  in  drede 

and  awe ; 
Whereby  to  you  grete  harme  myght  growe :  yet  had 

I  lever  than, 
That  I  had  to  the  greue  wode  go,  alone,  a  banyflied 
man. 

B.  I  far 
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B. 

I  fay  nat,  nay,  but  as  ye  fay.  It  is  no  maydens  lore: 
But  love  may  make  me,  for  your  fake,  as  I  have  fayd 

before, 
To  come  on  fote,  to  hunt,  and  fhote,  to  get  us  mete 

in  {tore  ; 
For  fo  that  I  your   company  may  have,    I  afke  no 

more  : 
From  which  to  part,  it  maketh  my  hart  as  colde  as 

ony  ftone ; 
For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde  I  love  but  you 

alone. 

A. 
For  an  outlawe,  this  is  the  lawe, that  men  hym 

take  and  bynde; 
Without  pyte,   hanged  to  be,    and  waver  with  the 

wynde. 
yf  I  had  nede,    (as  God  forbede!)    what  focours 

coude  ye  fynde  ? 
Forfoth  I  trowe,  ye  and  your  bowe  for  fere   wolde 

drawe  behynde : 
And  no  mervayle;  for    lytell  avayle  were  in  your 

counceyle  than  : 
Wherfore  wyll  to  the  grene  wode  go,    alone,    a  ba- 

nyfned  man. 

B. 
Ryght  wele  know  ye,  that  v/omen  be  but  feble  for  to 

fyght; 
No  womanhede  it  is,  indede,  to  be  bolde  as  a  knyght ; 

Yet, 
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Yet,  in  fuch  fere  yf  that  ye  were  with  enemyes  day 

and  nyght, 
I  wolde  withftande,  with   bowe  in  hande,    to  helps 

you  with  my  myght, 
And  you  to  fave;  as  women  have  from  deth  many  a 

one; 
For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde  I  love  but  you 

alone. 

A. 
Yet  take  good  hede ;  for  ever  I  drede  that  ye  coude 

nat  fuftayne 
The  thornie  vvayes,  the  depe  valeies,  the  fnowe,  the 

froft,  the  rayne. 
The  colde,    the  hete :  for,    drye,    or  wete,    ye  muft 

lodge  on  the  playne  ; 
And,  us  above,    none  other  rofe  but  a  brake,    bufli, 

or  twayne  : 
Which  fone  fholde  greve  you,  I  beleve;  and  ye  wolde 

gladly  than 
That  I  had  to  the  grene  wode  go,  alone,  a  banylhed 

man. 

B. 
Syth  I  have  here  been  partynere  with  you  of  joy  and 

blyiTe, 
I  mufll  alfo  parte  of  your  wo  endure,  as  rcfon  is : 
Yet  am  I  fure  of  one  plesurej  and  Ihortely,   it  is 

this, 

That,  where  ye  be,  me  femeth,   parde,   I  coude  not 

fare  amyffe. 

Without 
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Without  more  fpeche,  I  you  bcfeche  that  we  were 

fhortely  gone  ; 
For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde  1  love  but  you 

alone. 

A. 
Vf  ye  go  thyder,  ye  muft  confider,— whan  ye  have 

luft  to  dyne, 
There  Ihall  no  mete,  be  for  to  gete,   neyther  bere, 

ale,  ne  wyne ; 
Ne  fhetes  dene  to  lye  betwene,    maden  of  threde 

and  twyne  ; 
None  other  houfe,  but  leves  and  bowes,  to  cover  your 

hed  and  myne : 
O  myne  hart  fwete,  this  evyll  dyete  fliolde  make  you 

pale  and  wan  ; 
Wherefore  I  vvyll  to  the  grene  wode  go,    alone,    a 

banyftied  man. 

B. 
Amonge  the  wylde  dere,  fuch  an  archere  as  men  fay- 
that  ye  be. 
May  ye  nat  fayle  of  good  vitayle,  where  is  fo  grete 

plente  : 
And  water  clere  of  the  ryvere  Ihall  be  full  fwete  to 

mc  ; 
With  which  in  hele  I  Ihall  ryght  wele  endure,  as  ye 

fhall  fee  : 
And,  or  we  go,  a  bedde  or  two  I  can  provyde  anone; 
for,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde  I  love  but  you 

alone. 

A.  Lo 
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A. 
Lo  vet,  before,  ye  muft  do  more,  yf  ye  wyll  go  with 

■  me : 

As  cut  your  here  above  your  ere,  your  kyrtcl  above 

the  kne; 
With  bowe  in  hande,  for  to  withilande  your  enemyes, 

-    yf  nede  be  : 
And,  the  fame  nyght,  before  day-Iyght,    to  wcde- 

warde  wyll  I  fle. 
Y  f  that  ye  wyll  all  this  fulfill,  do  it  Ihortely  as  ye 

can  ; 
Els  wyll  I  to  the  grene  wode  go,  alone,    a  banyflied 
man. 

B. 
I  fhall  as  nowe  do  more  for  you  than  longeth  to  wo- 

manhede  ; 
To  fhorte  my  here,   a  bow  to  bere,  to  fhote  in  tyme 

of  nede  : 

O  my  fwete  mother,  before  all  other  for  you  I  have 

moll  drede  : 
But  nowe,  adue !  I  mull  enfue  where  fortune  doth 

me  lede. 

All  this  make  ye  :  nowe  let  as  fie;  the  day  cometh 

fall  upon  ; 
For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde  I  love  but  you 
alone, 

A. 

Nay,  nay,  nat  fo ;  ye  ftial  nat  go,    and  I  fliall  tell 

you  why, — 

Your  appetyght  is  to  be  lyght  of  love,  I  wele  tt^y: 
Vol.  I.  R  For, 
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For,   lyke  as  ye  have  fayed  to  me,   in  lyke  wyfe 

hardely 
Ye  wolde  anfwere,  whofoever  it  were,  in  way  of 

company. 
It  is  fayd  of  olde, — fome  hote,  fome  colde  ;    and  Co 

is  a  woman  : 
For  I  muft  to  the  grcne  wode  go,  alone,  a  banyfhed 

man. 

B. 
Yf  ye  take  hede,  it  is  no  nede  fuch  wordes  to  fiy  by 

me  ; 
For  oft  ye  prayed,  and  long  aflayed,  or  I  you  loved^ 

parde : 
And  though  that  I  of  aunceftry  a  batons  daughter 

be. 
Yet  have  you  proved  howe  I  you  loved,   a  fquyer  of 

lowe  degre  ; 
And  ever  fhall,   whatfo  befall ;    to  dye  therefore 

anone  ; 
For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde  I  love  but  you 

alone. 

A. 
A  barons  chylde  to  be  begylde  !  it  were  a  curfed 

dede  : 
To  be  felawe  with  an  outlawe  !  Almighty  God  fcr- 

bede  ! 
Yea,  beter  were,    the  pore  fquyere  alone  to  foreft 

yede. 

Than  ye  fholde  fay  another  day,    that  by  my  curfed 

dede 

Yc 
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Ve  were  betrayed  :  wherefore,  good  mayd,  the  bell 

rede  that  I  can, 
is,  that  I  to  the  grene  wode  go,    alone,   a  banyfhed 

man^ 

B. 
"Whatever  befally  I  never  fliall  of  this  thynf  you  out- 

brayd  : 
But  yf  ye  go,  and  leve  me  fo,  than  have  ye  me  be- 
trayed. 
Remember  you  wele  howe  that  ye  dele ;  for^   yf  ye 

be  as  ye  fayd. 
Ye  were  unkynde,    to  leue  behyndey  your  love,  th^ 

notbrowne  mayd. 
Truft  me  truly,  that  I  fhall  dy  fone  after  ye  be  gone; 
For,  in  my  mynde,   of  all  mankynde  I  love  but  yott 

alone. 

A. 
Vf  that  ye  went,  ye  fliolde  repent ;  for  in  the  foreft 

nowe 
1  havd  purvayed  me  of  a  mayd,   whom  I  love  more 

than  you  ; 
Another  fayrere  than  ever  ye  were,  I  dare  it  wele 

avowe ; 
And  of  you  bothe  eche  ftiolde  be  wrothe  with  other, 

as  I  trowe : 
It  were  myne  efe,  to  lyve  in  pefe  ;  fo  wyll  I,  yf  I 

can  ; 
Wherfore   I  to  the  grene  wode  go,    alone,    a  ba- 
nyfhed man. 

R  2  B.  Though 
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B. 

Though  in  the  vvode  I  undyrilode  ye  had  a  para- 
mour, 

All  this  may  nought  remove  my  thought,  but  that  I 
will  be  your : 

And  fhe  flaall  fynde  me  foft,  and  kynde,  and  cour- 
teys  every  hour  ; 

Glad  to  fulfyll  all  that  Ihe  wyU,  commaunde  me,  to 
my  power: 

For  had  ye,  lo,  an  hundred  mo,  yet  wolde  I  be  that 
one ; 

For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde  I  love  but  yoa 
alone. 

A. 
Myne  own  dere  love,  I  fe  the  prove  that  ye  be  kynde, 

and  true  ; 
Of  mayde,  and  wyfe,  in  all  my  lyfe,  the  bell  that 

ever  I  knewe. 
Be  mery  and  glad,    be   no   more  fad,   the   cafe  is 

chaunged  newe  ; 
For  it  were  ruthe,  that,  for  your  truthe,  ye   fholde 

have  caufe  to  rewe  : 
Be  nat  difraayedj  whatfoever  I  fayed  to  you,  whan 

I  began, 
I  will  nat  to  the  grene  wode  go,   I  am  no  banyfl;ed 

man. 

B.  Thefe 
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B. 

Thefe   tydings  be  more  gladder  to  me  than  to  be 

made  a  quene, 
Yf  I  were  fur'e  they  fliolde  endure :  but  It  Is  often 

fene. 
Whan   men  wyll  breke  promyfe,    they  fpeke  the 

wordes  on  the  fplene  : 
Ye  fhape  fome  wyle,  me  to  begylc,  and  ftele  from 

me,  I  wene : 
Than  were  the  cafe  worfe  than  it  was,  and  I  more 

wobegone; 
For,  In  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde  I  love  but  you 

alone. 

A. 

Ye  fhall  nat  nede  further  to  drede  ;  I  will  not  dyf- 

parage 
You    (God  defende  !)  fyth  you  defcend  of  fo  grete 

lynage. 
Nowe  underftande, to  Weftmarlande,  which  is 

myne  herytage, 
I  wyll  you  bringe  ;  and  with  a  rynge,  by  way  of 

maryage 
I  wyll  you  take,    and  lady  make,    as  fhortely  as  I 

can  : 
Thus  have  ye  won  an   erlys  fon,  and  no  banyfhed 

man. 

R  3  Here 
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B. 

Here  may  ye  fe,  that  women    be,  in   love,    Vfieke^ 

kynde,  and  liable : 

Late  never  man  reprove  them  than, ,  , 

But,  rather,  pray  God,  that  we  may  to   them   be 

comfortable, 
Which  fometyme  proved  fuch  as  he  loved,    yf  they 

be  charytable, 
Forfoth,  men  wolde  that  women  Iholde  be  meke  to 

them  eche  one  ; 
Moche  more  ought  they  to  God  obey,  and  ferve  but 

hym  alone. 


HENRY 
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HENRY       AND      EMMA. 

A 

P  O  E  M, 

UPON    THE    MODEL    OF    THE     NUT-BROWN    MAID. 

TO       C   L   O   E. 

X  H  O  U,  to  vvhofe  eyes  I  bend,  at  whofe  command 
(Though  low  my  voice,  though  artlefs  be  my  hand) 
I  take  the  fprightly  -eed,  and  fing,  and  play  j 
Carelefs  of  what  the  cenfuring  world  may  fay : 
Bright  Cloe,  objeft  of  my  eonftant  vow, 
Wilt  thou  a  while  unbend  thy  ferious  brow ; 
Wilt  thou  with  pleafure  hear  thy^  lover's  ftrains. 
And  with  one  heavenly  fmile  o'erpay  his  pains  ? 
No  longer  fliall  the  Nut-brown  Maid  be  old  ; 
Though  fince  her  youth  three  hundred  years  have 

roll'd  : 
At  thy  defire  fhe  lljall  again  be  rais'd; 
And  her  reviving  charms  in  lafting  verfe  be  prais'd. 

No  longer  man  of  woman  fhall  complain, 
That  he  may  love,  and  not  be  lov'd  again : 
That  we  in  vain  the  fickle  fex  purfue, 
WhP  change  the  eonftant  lover  for  the  new, 

R  4  \yiiat- 
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Whatever  has  been  writ,  whatever  faid, 
Of  female  pafiion  feign'd,  or  faith  decay'd: 
Henceforth  fhall  in  my  verfe  refuted  ftand. 
Be  faid  to  winds,  or  writ  upon  the  fand. 
And,  while  my  notes  to  future  times  proclaim 
Unconquer'd  love,  and  ever-during  flame  ; 
O  fairell  of  the  fex  be  thou  my  Mufe  : 
Deign  on  thy  work  thy  influence  to  diff"ufe. 
Let  me  partake  the  bleflings  I  rehearfe. 
And  grant  me,  Love,  tke  juft  reward  of  verfe  ! 
As  beauty's  potent  queen,  v/ith  every  grace 
That  once  was  Emma's,  has  adorn'd  thy  face; 
And  as  her  fon  h,as  to  my  bofom  dealt 
That  conftant  flame,  which  faithful  Henry,  felt ; 
O  let  the  ftory  with  thy  life  agree : 
Let  men  once  nio^-e  the  bright  example  fee; 
What  Emma  was  to  him,  be  thou  to  me. 
Nor  fend  me  by  thy  frown  from  her  I  love, 
Diftant  and  fad^  a  banifli'd  man  to  rove. 
But  oh!  .with  pity  long-intreated  crown 
My  pains  and  hopes;  and  when  thou  fay'H  that  one 
Of  all  mankind  thou  lov'fl:,  oh!  think  on  me  alone 

Where  beauteous  Ifis  and  her  hufband  Tame 
With  mingled  waves  for  ever  flow  the  fame. 
In  times  of  yore  an  antient  baron  liv'd; 
Gi-eat  gifts  beftow'd,  and  great  refpedl  receiv'd. 

When  dreadful  Edward  with  fuccefsful  care 
Led  his  free  Britons  to  the  Gallic  v/ar  : 

This 
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This  lord  h^d  headed  his  appointed  bands, 
In  firm  allegiance  to  his  king's  commands; 
And  (all  duq  |}p^g^,rs  faithfully  difcharg'd) 
Had  brought  back  his  paternal  coat  enlarg'd 
"With  a  new  mark,  the  witnefs  of  his  toil. 
And  no  inglorious  part  of  foreign  fpoil. 

From  the  loud  camp  retir'd  and  noify  court. 
In  honourable  eafe  and  rural  fport. 
The  remnant  of  his  days  he  fafely  pall ; 
Nor  found  they  lagg'd  too  flow,  nor  flew  too  fall. 
He  made  his  wifh  with  his  ellate  comply. 
Joyful  to  live,  yet  not  afraid  to  die. 

One  child  he  had,  a  daughter  chafte  and  fair. 
His  age's  comfort,  and  his  fortune's  heir. 
They  called  her  Emma ;  for  the  beauteous  dame. 
Who  gave  the  Virgin  birth,  had  borne  the, name;    , 
The  name  th'  indulgent  father  doubly  lov'd  ; 
For  in  the  child  the  mother's  charms  improved. 
Yet  as,  when  little  round  his  knees  ftie  play.'d, 
He  call'd  her  oft'  in. fport,  his  Nut-brown  Maid, 
The  friends  and  tenants  took  the  fondling  word 
(As  Hill  they  pleafe,  who  imitate  their  lord) ; 
Ufage  confirm'd  what  Fancy  had  begun  ;  «j 

The  mutual  terms  around  the  lands  were  known  ;    > 
And  Emma  and  the  Nut-brown  Maid  v/ere  one.      J 

As  with  her  llature,  ftill  her  charms  increas'd  ;    . 
Through  all  the.iile  her  beauty  was  confefs'd. 
Oh  !  what  perfeftion  muil  that  Virgin  Ihare, 
Who  faireft  is  eileem'd,  wlierc  all  are  fair ! 

From 
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From  diftant  fhires  repair  the  noble  youth. 

And  find  report  for  once  had  leffen'd  truth. 

By  wonder  firft,  and  then  by  paffion  mov'd. 

They  came;  they  faw  ;  they  marvel'd  ;    and  they 

lo>'d. 
By  public  praifes,  and  by  fecret  fighs, 
Each  own'd  the  general  power  of  Emma's  eyes. 
In  tilts  and  tournaments  the  valiant  ftrove. 
By  glorious  deeds  to  purchafe  Emma's  love. 
In  gentle  verfe  the  v/itty  told  their  flame. 
And  grac'd  their  choiceft  fongs  with  Emma's  name. 
In  vain  they  combated,  in  vain  they  writ : 
XJfelefs  their  ftrength,  and  impotent  their  wit. 
Great  Venus  only  mull  direft  the  dart, 
Which  elfe  will  never  reacli  the  fair-one's  heart, 
Spight  of  th'  attempts  of  force,  and  foft  efFefts  of  | 

art. 
Great  Venus  muft  prefer  the  happy  one : 
In  Henry's  caufe  her  favour  muft  be  fhown  : 
And  Emma,  of  mankind,  muft  love  but  him  alone. 

While  thefe  in  public  to  the  caftle  came. 
And  by  their  grandeur  juftified  their  flame  ; 
More  fecret  ways  the  careful  Henry  takes ; 
His  fquires,  his  arms,  and  equipage  forfakes  : 
In  borrow'd  name  and  falfe  attire  array'd. 
Oft  he  finds  means  to  fee  the  beauteous  maid. 

When  Emma  hunts,  in  huntfman's  habit  dreft, 
Henry  on  foot  purfues  the  bounding  bealt. 

In 
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fn  Ms  right  hand  his  beechen  pole  he  bears  : 
And  graceful  at  his  fide  his  horn  he  wears. 
Still  to  the  glade,  where  (he  has  bent  her  way, 
With  knowing  [kill  he  drives  the  future  prey ; 
Bids  her  decline  the  hill,  and  Ihun  the  brake; 
And  fliews  the  path  her  ileed  may  fafeft  take ; 
Diredls  her  fpear  to  fix  the  glorious  wound  ; 
Pleas'd  in  his  toils  to  have  her  triumph  crown' 
Apd  blows  her  praifes  in  no  common  found. 

A  falconer  Henry  is,  when  Emma  hawks : 
With  her  of  tarfels  and  of  lures  he  talks. 
Upon  his  vvrift  the  towering  merlin  Hands, 
Pradlis'd  to  rife,  and  Hoop  at  her  commands. 
And  when  fuperior  now  the  bird  has  flown. 
And  headlong  brought  the  tumbling  quarry  down; 
With  humble  reverence  he  accofts  the  fair, 
And  with  the  honour'd  feather  decks  her  hair. 
Yet  Hill,  as  from  the  fportive  field  fhe  goes. 
His  down-caft  eye  reveals  his  inward  woes  ; 
And  by  his  look  and  forrow  is  expreft, 
A  nobler  game  purfued  than  bird  or  beaft. 

A  Ihepherd  now  along  the  plain  he  roves ; 
And,  with  his  jolly  pipe,   delights  the  groves. 
The  neighbouring  fwains  around  the  ftranger  throng, 
Or  to  admire,  or  emulate  his  fong  : 
While  with  foft  forrow  he  renews  his  lays. 
Nor  heedful  of  their  envy,  nor  their  praife. 
But,  foon  as  Emma's  eyes  adornthe  plain, 
Hii.  notes  he  raifes  to  a  nobler  ftrain. 

With 
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With  dutiful  refpeG:,  and  fludious  fear  ; 
Lelt  any  carelefs  found  offend  her  ear. 

A  frantic  Gipfey  now,  the  houfe  he  haunts,  • 
And  in  wild  phrafes  fpeaks  diffembled  wants. 
With  the  fond  maids  in  palmiftry  he  deals  : 
They  tell  the  fecret  firft,  which  he  reveals  ; 
Says  who  fhall  wed,  and  who  fhall  be  beguil'd ; 
What  groom  fhall  get,  and  'fquire  maintain  the  child. 
But,  when  bright  Emma  would  her  fortune  know,  ■ 
A  fofter  look  unbends  his  opening  brow  ; 
With  trembling  awe  he  gazes  on  her  eye. 
And  in  foft  accents  forms  the  kind  reply  ; 
That  fhe  fliall  prove  as  fortunate  as  fair ; 
And  Hymen's  choicefl  gifts  are  all  referv'd  for  her. 

Now  oft'  had  Henry  chang'd  his  fly  difguife, 
UnmarkM  by  all  but  beauteous  Emma's  eyes ; 
Oft'  had  found  means  alone  to  fee  the  dame. 
And  at  her  feet  to  breathe  his  amorous  flame ; 
And  oft'  the  pangs  of  abfence  to  remove 
By  lefers,  foft  interpreters  of  love  : 
Till  Time  and  Indullry  (the  mighty  two 
That  bring  our  wifhes  nearer  to  our  view) 
Made  him  perceive,  that  the  inclining  fair 
•Receiv'd  his  vows  with  no  reludlant  ear  ; 
That  Venus  had  confirm'd  her  equal  reign, 
And  dealt  to  Emma's  heart  a  (hare  of  Henry's  pain, 

V/hila  Cupid  fmil'd,  by  kind  occafion  blefs'd, 
And,  with  the  fecret  kept,  the  love  increas'd ; 
The  amorous  youth  frequents  the  filent  groves  j 
And  much  he  meditates,  for  much  he  loves. 

He 
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lie  loves:   'tis  true;  and  is  beloved  again  : 
Great  are  his  joys  :  but  will  Uiey  long  remain  ? 
Emma  with  fmiles  receives  \\h  prelent  flame  ; 
But,  fmiling,  will  fhe  ever  be  the  fame  r 
Beautiful  looks  are  rul'd  by  fickle  minds ; 
And  fummer  feas  are  turn'd  by  fudden  winds. 
Another.  Love  may  gain  her  eafy  youth  : 
Time  changes  thought  ;  and  flattery  conquers  truth, 

O  impotent  eftate  of  human  life  ! 
Where  Hope  and  Fear  maifttain  eternal  ftrife  ! 
Where  fleeting  joy  does  lalling  doubt  infpire; 
And  moft  we  quelHon,  what  we  molt  deflre  ! 
Amongft  thy  various  gifts,  great  Heaven,  bellow 
Our  cup  of  Love  unmix'd;  forbear  to  throw 
Bitter  ingredients  in ;  nor  pall  the  draught 
With  naufeous  grief:  for  our  ill-judging  thought 
Hardly  enjoys  the  pleafurable  tafte  ; 
Or  deems  it  not  fmcere ;  or  fears  it  cannot  lalK 

With  wilhes  rais'd,  with  jealoufies  opprell, 
(Alternate  tyrants  of  the  human  breaft) 
By  one  great  trial  he  refolves  to  prove 
The  faith  of  woman,  and  the  force  of  love. 
If  fcanning  Emma's  virtues  he  may  find 
(That  beauteous  frame  Inclofe  a  fteady  mind. 
He  '11  fix  his  hope,  of  future  joy  fecure  ; 
And  live  a- Have  to  Hymen's  happy  povvcr. 
But  if  the  fair-one,  as  he  fears,  is  frail ;  1 

If,  pois'd  aright  in  reafon's  equal  fcale»  r 

Light  fly  her  merit,  and  her  faults  prevail ;  J 

His 
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His  mind  he  vows  to  free  from  amorous  care,  ^ 

The  latent  mifchief  from  his  heart  to  tear,  j 

Refume  his  azure  arms,  and  fhine  again  in  war.      J 

South  of  the  caftle  in  a  verdant  glade 
A  fprcading  beech  extends  her  friendly  fhade  : 
Here  oft  the  nymph  his  breathing  vows  had  heard } 
Here  oft'  her  filence  had  her  heart  declar'dj 
As  adlive  fpring  awak'd  her  infant  budsy 
And  genial  life  inform'd  the  verdant  woods; 
Henry,  in  knots  involving  Emma's  name. 
Had  half  exprefs'd  and  half  conceal'd  his  flame 
Upon  this  tree:  and,  as  the  tender  mark 
Grew  with  the  year,  and  widen'd  with  the  bark, 
Venus  had  heard  the  virgin's  foft  addrefs, 
That,  as  the  wound,  the  paflion  might  increafe. 
As  potent  Nature  fhed  her  kindly  (hovvers, 
And  deck'd  the  various  mead  with  opening  flowers; 
Upon  this  tree  the  Nymph's  obliging  care 
Had  left  a  frequent  wreath  for  Henry's  hair  ; 
Which  as  with  gay  delight  the  lover  founds 
Pleas'd  with  his  conqueft,  with  her  prefent  crown'd. 
Glorious  through  all  the  plains  he  oft  had  gone, 
And  to  each  fwain  the  myftic  honour  fliown  ; 
The  gift  ftill  prais'd,  the  giver  ftill  unknown. 

His  fecret  note  the  troubled  Henry  writes  j 
To  the  known  tree  the  lovely  maid  invites : 
Imperfed  words  and  dubious  terms  exprefs, 
That  uuforefeen  mifchance  dillurb'd  his  peace  ; 

Thac 
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That  he  muft  fomething  to  her  ear  commend. 
On  which  her  conduft  and  his  life  depend. 

Soon  as  the  fair-one  had  the  note  receiv'd. 
The  remnant  of  the  day  alone  ihe  griev'd  : 
For  different  this  from  every  former  note. 
Which  Venus  diftated,  and  Henry  wrote  ; 
Which  told  her  all  his  future  hopes  were  laid 
On  the  dear  bofom  of  his  Nut-brown  maidj 
Which  always  blefs'd  her  eyes,  and  own'd  her  power; 
And  bid  her  oft  adieu,  yet  added  more. 
Now  night  advanced.    The  houfe  in  fleep  were  laid. 
The  nurfe  experienc'd,  and  the  prying  maid ; 
At  laft  that  fprite,  which  does  inceffant  haunt 
The  lover's  fteps,  the  ancient  Maiden-aunt. 
To  her  dear  Henry  Emma  wings  her  way. 
With  quicken'd  pace  repairing  forc'd  delay  ; 
For  Love,  fantaftic  power,  that  is  afraid 
To  ftir  abroad  till  watchfulnefs  be  laid. 
Undaunted  then  o'er  cliffs  and  vallies  ftrays, 
And  leads  his  votaries  fafe  through  pathlefs  ways. 
Not  Argus  with  his  hundred  eyes  fhall  find 
Where  Cupid  goes :  though  he,  poor  guide !  is  blind. 

The  Maiden  firft  arriving,  fent  her  eye 
To  alk,  if  yet  its  chief  delight  were  nigh  : 
With  fear  ^d  with  defire,  with  joy  and  pain. 
She  fees,  and  runs  to  meet  him  on  the  plain. 
But  oh  !  his  fteps  proc'aim  no  lover's  hafte  : 
On  the  low  ground  his  fix'd  regards  are  caft  ; 
His  artful  bofom  heaves  diffemblcd  fighs  ; 
And  tears  fubborn'd  fall  copious  from  his  eyes. 

WItk 


244  POEMS        OF 

With  eafe,  alas !  we  credit  what  we  love: 
His  painted  grief  does  real  forrow  move 
In  the  a'fflidted  fair ;  adown  her  cheek 
Trickling  the  genuine  tears  their  current  break"; 
Attentive  ftood  the  mournful  Nymph  :  the  man 
Broke  filcnce  lirfl :  the  tale  alternate  ran. 

P   E   N    R   Y. 

Sincere,  O  tell  me,  haft  thou  felt  a  pain, 
Emma,  beyond  what  woman  knows  to  feign  ? 
Has  thy  uncertain  bofom  ever  ftrove 
With  the  firft  tumults  of  a  real  love  ? 
Haft  thou  now  dreaded,  and  now  bleft  his  fvvay. 
By  turns  averfe,  and  joyful  to  obey  ? 
Thy  virgin  foftnefs  haft  thou  e'er  bewaii'd  ; 
As  Reafon  yielded,   and  as  Love  prevail'd  ? 
And  wept  the  potent  God's  refiftlefs  dart,  ■* 

His  killing  pleafure,  his  ecftatic  fmart,  ( 

And  heavenly  poifon  thrilling  through  thy  heart  r   J 
If  fo,  with  pity  view  my  wretched  ftate  ; 
At  leaft  deplore,  and  then  forget  my  fate  : 
To  fome  more  happy  Knight  referve  thy  charms ; 
By  Fortune  favour'd,  and  fuccefsful  arms  : 
And  only,  as  the  fun's  revolving  ray 
Brings  back  each  year  this  melancholy  day, 
Permit  one  figh,  and  fet  apart  one  tear. 
To  an  abandon'd  exile's  endlefs  care. 
For  me,  alas !  out-caft  of  human  race, 
Love's  anger  only  waits,  and  dire  difgrace; 

For 
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For  lo!  thefe  hands  in  murther  are  imbrued  ; 
Thefe  trembling  feet  by  juftice  are  purfued  : 
Fate  calls  aloud,  and  hailens  me  away ; 
A  iliameful  death  attends  my  longer  ilay ; 
And  I  this  night  mull  fly  from  thee  and  love. 
Condemn'd  in  lonely  woods,    a  banifli'd  rnan,    to 
rove. 

EMMA. 

What  is  our  blifs,  that  changeth  with  the  moon ; 
And  day  of  life,  that  darkens  ere  'tis  noon  ? 
What  is  true  paffion,  if  unbiell  it  dies  ? 
And  where  is  Emma's  joy,  if  Henry  files  r 
If  love,  alas  !    be  pain  ;  the  pain  I  bear 
No  thought  can  figure,  and  no  tongue  declare. 
Ne'er  faithful  woman  felt,  nor  falfe  one  feign'd, 
The  flames  which  long  have  in  my  bofom  reign'd; 
The  God  of  Love  himfelf  inhabits  there. 
With  all  his  rage,  and  dread,  and  grief,  and  care. 
His  complement  of  ftores,  and  total  war. 

O  1   ceafe  then  coldly  to  fufpeft  my  love  ; 
And  let  my  deed  at  leall  my  faith  approve. 
Alas  I  no  youth  (hall  my  endearments  Ihare  ; 
Nor  day  nor  night  fliall  interrupt  my  care ; 
No  future  flory  fliall  with  truth  upbraid 
The  cold  indifference  of  the  Nut-brown  Maid  : 
Nor  to  hard  banifliment  fhall  Henry  run  ; 
While  carclefs  Emma  fleeps  on  beds  of  down. 
View  me  rofolv'd,  where-e'er  thou  leadft,  to  o-o. 
Friend  to  thy  pain,  and  partner  of  thy  woe ; 

•Vol.  I.    ^  S  For 
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For  I  attefl:  fair  Venus  and  her  fon. 

That  I,  of  all  mankind,  will  love  but  thee  alonf. 

K    E    N    R   Y. 

Let  Prudence  yet  obftrutSl  thy  venturous  way  ; 
And  take  good  heed,    v/hat  men  will  think  and 

fay  : 
That  beauteous  Emma  vagrant  courfes  took; 
Her  father's  houfe  and  civil  life  forfook  ; 
That,  full  of  youthful  blood,  anc  fond  of  man. 
She  to  the  wood-land  with  an  exile  ran. 
Refleft,   that  leflen'd  fame  is  ne'er  regain 'd  ; 
And  virgin  honour,  once,  is  always  ftain'd  : 
Timely  advis'd,  the  coming  evil  Ihun  : 
Better  not  do  the  deed,  than  weep  it  done. 
No  penance  can  abfolve  our  guilty  fame  ; 
Nor  tears,  that  wafh  out  fin,  can  walh  out  fhame. 
Then  fly  the  fad  effefts  of  defperate  love  ; 
And  leave  a  banifh'd  man  through  lonely  woods  ta 
rove» 

E    hf  M    A. 

Let  Emma's  haplefs  cafe  be  falfely  told 
By  the  rafh  young,  or  the  ill-natur'd  old  : 
Let  every  tongue  its  various  cenfures  chufe  ; 
Abfolve  with  coldnefs,  or  with  fpite  accufe  : 
Fair  truth  at  laft  her  radiant  beams  will  raife ; 
And  Malice  vanquifh'd  heightens  Virtue's  praifc* 
Let  then  thy  favour  but  indulge  my  flight ; 
O  I  let  my  prefence  make  thy  travels  light ; 

And 
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And  potent  Venus  fhall  exalt  my  name. 

Above  the  rumours  of  cenforious  Fame  ; 

Nor  from  that  bufy  Demon's  reftlefs  power 

Will  ever  Emma  other  grace  implore, 

Than  that  this  truth  fhould  to  the  world  be  known. 

That  I,  of  all  mankind,  have  lov'd  but  thee  alone. 

HENRY. 

But  canft  thou  wield  the  fword,  and  bend  the  bow? 
With  aiSlive  force  repel  the  Hardy  foe  ? 
When  the  loud  tumult  fpeaks  the  battle  nigh. 
And  winged  deaths  in  whiflling  arrows  fly ; 
Wilt  thou,  though  wounded,  yet  undaunted  ftay. 
Perform  thy  part,  and  fliare  the  dangerous  day  ? 
Then,  as  thy  Ilrength  decays,   thy  heart  will  fail. 
Thy  limbs  all  trembling,  and  thy  cheeks  all  pale  ; 
With  fruitlefs  forrow,   thou,  inglorious  maid. 
Wilt  weep  thy  fafety  by  thy  love  betray'd  : 
Then  to  thy  friend,  by  foes  o'ercharg'd,  deny 
Thy  little  ufelefs  aid,  and  coward  fly : 
Then  wilt  thou  curfe  the  chance  that  made  thee 

love 
A  banifh'd  man,    condemned  in  lonely  woods  to 
rove. 

'  EMMA. 

With  fatal  certainty  Thaleftris  knew 
To  fend  the  arrow  from  the  twanging  yev/; 
And,  great  in  arms,  and  foremoft  in  the  war, 
Bonduca  brandifli'd  high  the  Britifh  f;,^ear, 

S  2  Could 
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Could  thirft  of  vengeance  and  defire  of  fame 
Excite  the  female  breaft  with  martial  flame  ? 
And  fliall  not  Love's  diviner  power  infpire 
More  hardy  virtue,  and  more  generous  fire  ? 

Near  thee,  millrufl:  not,  conftant  I  '11  abide. 
And  fall,  or  vanquifh,  fighting  hy  thy  fide. 
Though  my  inferior  ftrength  may  not  allow. 
That  I  fhould  bear  or  draw  the  warrior  bow  ; 
With  ready  hand,  I  will  the  fhaft  fupply. 
And  joy  to  fee  thy  viftor  arrows  fly. 
Touch'd  in  the  battle  by  the  hoftile  reed, 
Should'ft  thou  (but  Heaven  avert  it!)  fhould'ft  thou 

bleed  ; 
To  ftop  the  wounds,  my  fineft  lawn  I  'd  tear, 
Wafn  them  with  tears,    and  wipe  them  with  my 

hair  ; 
Blcfl:,  when  my  dangers  and  my  toils  have  fliown. 
That  I,  of  all  mankind,  could  love  but  thee  alone. 

H   E    N   R   Y. 

But  canll  thou,  tender  maid,  canft  thou  furtain 
Afiiidlive  want,  or  hunger's  preffing  pain  ? 
Thofe  limbs,  in  lawn  and  fofcelt  filk  array'd. 
From  fun-beams  guarded,  and  of  winds  afraid  ; 
Can  they  bear  angry  Jove  ?  can  they  refill 
The  parching  dog-fear,  and  the  bleak  north-eaft  ? 
VvHicn,  chill'd  by  adverfe  fnows  and  beating  rain. 
We  tread  with  weary  Iteps  the  longfome  plain  ; 

Whea 
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When  with  hard  toil  we  feek  our  evening  food, 
Berries  and  acorns  from  the  neighbouring  wood  ; 
And  find  among  the  cliffs  no  other  houfe, 
But  the  thin  covert  of  fome  gather'd  boughs  ; 
Wilt  thou  not  then  reluftant  fend  thine  eye 
Around  the  dreary  waile  ;  and  weeping  try 
(Though  then,  alas !   that  trial  be  too  late) 
To  find  thy  father's  hofpitable  gate. 
And  feats,  where  eafe  and  plenty  brooding  fate  ? 
Thofe  feats,  whence  long  excluded  thou  muft  mourn  ; 
That  gate,  for  ever  barr'd  to  thy  return : 
Wilt  thou  not  then  bewail  ill-fated  love, 
And  hate  a  banifh'd  man,  condemn'd  in  woods  to 
rove } 

EMMA, 

Thy  rife  of  fortune  did  I  only  wed. 
From  it's  decline  determin'd  to  recede; 
Did  I  put  purpofe  to  embark  v/ith  thee 
On  the  fmooth  furface  of  a  fummer's  fea; 
While  gentle  Zephyrs  play  in  profperous  gales. 
And  Fortune's  favour  fills  the  fwelling  fails  ; 
But  would  forfake  the  fhip,  and  make  the  Ihore, 
When  the  winds  whiftle,  and  the  tempefts  roar  ? 
No,  Henry,  no  :  one  facred  oath  has  tied 
Our  loves;   one  deftiny  our  life  Ihall  guide  ; 
Nor  wild  nor  deep  our  common  way  divide. 

Whenirom  the  cave  thou  rifell  with  the  day, 
To  beat  the  woods,  and  roufe  the  bounding  prey ; 

S  3  The 
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The  cave  with  mofs  and  branches  I  '11  adorn. 
And  cheerful  fit,  to  wait  my  lord's  return  : 
And,  when  thou  frequent  bring'ft  the  fmitten  deer 
(For  feldom,  archers  fay,  thy  arrows  err), 
I  'II  fetch  quick  fuel  from  the  neighbouring  wood. 
And  ftrike  the  fparkling  flint,  and  drefs  the  food  ; 
With  humble  duty  and  officious  hafte, 
I  '11  cull  the  furtheft  mead  for  thy  repaft  ; 
The  choiceft  herbs  I  to  thy  board  will  bring. 
And  draw  thy  water  from  the  frelhefl:  fpring  : 
And,   when  at  night  with  weary  toil  oppreft, 
Soft  flumbers  thou  enjoy'il,  and  wholefome  rell; 
Watchful  I'll  guard  thee,     and   with  midnight 

prayer 
Weary  the  Gods  to  keep  thee  in  their  care; 
And  joyous  afk,  at  morn's  returning  ray. 
If  thou  haft  health,  and  I  may  blefs  the  day. 
My  thoughts  fhall  fix,  my  lateft  wifh  depend, 
On  thee,  guide,  guardian,  kinfman,  father,  friend: 
By  all  thefe  facred  names  be  Henry  known 
To  Emma's  heart ;  and  grateful  let  him  own. 
That  Ihe,   of  all  mankind,  could  love  but  him 

alone  ! 


I 


HENRY. 

Vainly  thou  tell'ft  mc,  what  the  woman's  care 
Shall  in  the  wildnefs  of  the  wood  prepare  : 
Thou,  ere  thou  goeft,  unhappieft  of  thy  kind, 
Muft  leave  the  habit  and  the  fex  behind. 

No 
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No  longer  fhall  thy  comely  trciTcs  break 

In  flowing  ringlets  on  thy  fnowy  neck  ; 

Or  fit  behind  thy  head,  an  ample  round. 

In  graceful  braids  with  various  ribbon  bound  : 

No  longer  fhall  the  boddice  aptly  lac'd. 

From  thy  full  bofom  to  thy  (lender  waill. 

That  air  and  haj-mony  of  Ihape  exprefs. 

Fine  by  degrees,  and  beautifully  lefs  : 

Nor  fliall  thy  lower  garments  artful  plait. 

From  thy  fiiir  fide  dependent  to  thy  feet. 

Arm  their  chafte  beauties  with  a  modeft  pride. 

And  double  every  charm  they  feek  to  hide. 

Th'  ambrofial  plenty  oi'  thy  fhining  hair, 

Cropt  off  and  lol!:,  fcarce  lower  than  thy  ear 

Shall  ftand  uncouth  :  a  horfeman's  coat  Ihall  hide 

Thy  taper  fliape,  and  comelinefs  of  fide  : 

The  Ihort  trunk-hofe  fhall  fhew  thy  foot  and  knee 

Licentious,  and  to  common  eye-fight  free : 

And,  with  a  bolder  ilride  and  loofer  air. 

Mingled  with  men,  a  man  thou  mull  appear. 

Nor  folitude,  nor  gentle  peace  of  mind, 
Miftaken  maid,  flaalt  thou  in  forefts  find : 
'Tis  long  fince  Cynthia  and  her  train  were  there: 
Or  guardian  Gods  made  innocence  their  care. 
Vagrants  and  out-laws  fhall  offend  thy  view  : 
For  fuch  muH  be  my  friends,  a  hideous  crew. 
By  adverfe  Fortune  mix'd  in  focial  ill, 
Tfain'd  to  alTault,  and  difciplin'd  to  kill : 

S  4  Their 
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Their  ccmmon  loves,  a  lewd  abandon'd  pack:, 
The  beadle's  laih  ftill  flagrant  on  their  back : 
By  floth  corrupted,  by  diforder  fed. 
Made  bold  by  want,  and  proftitute  for  bread  : 
With  fuch  muft  Emma  hunt  the  tedious  day, 
Affiil  their  violence,  and  divide  their  prey  : 
With  fuch  ihe  mufl;  return  at  fctting  light, 
Thou'ih  not  partaker,   witnefs  of  their  nisht. 
Thy  ear,   inur'd  to  charitable  founds 
And  pitying  love,  muft  feel  the  hateful  wounds 
Of  jell  obfcene  and  vulgar  ribaldrv, 
The  ill-bred  quellion,  and  the  lewd  reply  ; 
Brought  by  long  habitude  from  bad  to  worfe, 
Muft  hear  the  frequent  oath,  the  direful  curfe, 
That  lateft  weapon  of  the  wretches'  war. 
And  blafphemy,  fad  comrade  of  defpair. 

Now,  Emma,  now  the  laft  reflection  make, 
What  thou  would'ft  follow,  what  thou  muft  forfake; 
By  our  ill-omen'd  ftars,  and  adverfe  Heaven, 
No  middle  objeft  to  thy  choice  is  given. 
Or  yield  thy  virtue  to  attain  thy  love  ; 
Or  leave  a  banifti'd  man,  condemn'd  in  woods  to 
rove. 


O  grief  of  heart  !   that  our  unhappy  fates 
Force  thee  to  fufFer  what  thy  honour  hates  : 
Mix  thee  amongft  the  bad  ;  or  make  thee  run 
Too  near  the  paths  which  Virtue  bids  thee  fiiun. 

Yet 
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Yet  with  Henry  rttll  let  Emma  go; 
With  him  abhor  the  vice,   but  fliare  the  woe: 
And  fure  my  little  heart  can  never  err 
Amidll  the  won't;  if  Henry  ilill  be  there. 

Our  outward  ad\  is  prompted  from  within  ; 
And  from 'the  finner's  mind  proceeds  the  fin: 
By  her  own  choice  free  virtue  is  approv'd; 
Nor  by  the  force  of  outward  objedls  mov'd. 
Who  has  affay'd  >io  danger,  gains  no  praife. 
In  a  fmall  ifle,  amidft  the  wideft  feas. 
Triumphant  conrtancy  has  fix'd  her  feat, 
In  vain  the  Syrens  fing,  the  tempefts  beat : 
Their  flattery  (he  rejefts,   nor  fears  their  threat. 

For  thee  alone  thefe  little  charms  I  drefl: : 
Condemn'd  them,  or  abfolv'd  them  by  thy  teft. 
In  comely  figure  rang'd  my  jewels  fhone, 
Or  negligently  plac'd  for  thee  alone: 
For  thee  again  they  fhall  be  laid  afide ; 
The  woman,  Henry,  fhall  put  off  her  pride 
For  thee  :  my  cloaths,  my  fex,  exchang'd  for  thee, 
111  mingle  with  the  people's  wretched  lee; 
O  line  extreme  of  human  infamy  ! 
Wanting  the  fciflars,  with  thefe  hands  I'll  tear 
(If  that  obftrudls  my  flight)  this  load  of  hair. 
Black  foot,  or  yellow  walnut,   fhall  difgrace 
This  little  red  and  white  of  Emma's  face. 
Thefe  nails  with  fcratches  fhall  deform  my  breafl:,  -] 
Left  by  my  look  or  colour  be  exprefs'd  s 

The  mark  of  auglit  high-born,  or  ever  better  drefs'd.  J 

Yet 
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Yet  In  this  commerce,  under  this  difguife. 

Let  me  be  grateful  ftill  to  Henry's  eyes ; 

Loil  to  the  world,  let  me  to  him  be  known : 

My  fate  I  can  abfolve,  if  he  Ihall  own. 

That,  leaving  all  mankind,  I  love  but  him  alone. 

HENRY. 

O  wildeft  thought  of  an  abandon'd  mind! 
Name,  habit,  parents,  woman,  Jeft  behind, 
Ev'n  honour  dubious,  thou  preferr'll:  to  go 
Wild  to  the  woods  with  me  :   faid  Emma  fo? 
Or  did  I  dream  what  Emma  never  faid  ? 
O  guilty  error!  and  O  wretched  maid! 
Whofe  roving  fancy  would  refolve  the  fame 
With  him,  who  next  Ihould  tempt  her  eafy  famej 
And  blow  with  empty  words  the  fufceptible  flame. 
Now  why  fhould  doubtful  terms  thy  mind  perplex? 
Confefs  thy  frailty,  and  avow  the  fex: 
No  longer  loofe  defire  for  conftant  love 
Miilake;  but  fay,  'tis  man  with  whom  thou  long'^ 
to  rove. 

EMMA. 

Are  there  not  poifons,  racks,    and   flames,  and 
fvvords ; 
That  Emma  thus  muft  die  by  Henry's  words? 
Yet  what  could  fvvords  or  poifon,  racks  or  flame. 
But  mangle  and  disjoint  this  brittle  frame! 
More  fatal  Henry's  words  j  they  murder  Emma's 
fame. 

And 


\ 


its  aid  ;        '\ 

on vey'd,      C 
)wn  maid  ?  j 
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And  fall  thefe  fayings  from  that  gentle  tongue. 
Where  civil  fpeech  and  foft  perfualion  hung; 
Whofc  artful  fweetnefs  and  harmonious  ftrain. 
Courting  my  grace,  yet  courting  it  in  vain, 
Caird  fighs,  and  tears,  and  wifhes,   to  its  aid  ; 
And,  whilft  it  Henry's  glowing  flame  conv 
Still  blam'd  the  coldnefs  of  the  Nut-bro 

Let  envious  jealoufy  and  canker'd  fpite 
Produce  my  aftions  to  fevereft  light, 
And  tax  my  open  day,  cr  fecret  night. 
Did  e'er  my  tongue  fpeak  my  unguarded  heart 
The  leaft  inclin'd  to  play  the  wanton's  part? 
Did  e'er  my  eye  one  inward  thought  reveal. 
Which  angels  might  not  hear,  and  virgins  tell  ? 
And  haft  thou,  Henry,  in  my  conduft  known 
One  fault,  but  that  which  I  muft  never  own. 
That  I,  of  all  mankind,  have  lov'd  but  thee  alone 


J 


HENRY. 

Vainly  thou  talk'ft  of  loving  me  alone  : 
Each  man  is  man;  and  all  our  fex  is  one. 
Falfe  are  our  words,  and  fickle  is  our  mind: 
Nor  in  love's  ritual  can  we  ever  find 
Vows  made  to  laft,  or  promifes  to  bind. 

By  nature  prompted,  and  for  empire  made. 
Alike  by  ftrength  or  cunning  we  invade: 
When  arm'd  with  rage  we  march  againft  the  foe, 
We  lift  the  battle-ax,  and  draw  the  bow : 
When,  fir'd  with  paffion,  we  attack  the  fair, 
Delufiyc  fighs  and  brittle  vows  we  bear; 

Our 
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Our  falihood  and  our  aimi  have  equal  ufe; 
As  they  our  conqueft  or  delight  produce. 
The  foolilh  heart  thou  gav'll,  again  receive. 
The  only  boon  departing  love  can  give. 
To  be  lefs  wretch'd,  be  no  longer  true; 
What  ftrives  to  fly  thee,  why  fhould'ft  thou  purfue 
Forget  the  prefent  flame,  indulge  a  new; 
Single  the  lovelieft  of  the  amorous  youth; 
Aik  tor  his  vow;  but  hope  not  for  his  truth. 
The  next  man  (and  the  next  thou  flialt  believe) 
Will  pawn  his  gods,  intending  to  deceive  ; 
Will  kneel,  implore,  perfift,  o'ercome,  and  leave, 
Hence  let  thy  Cupid  aim  his  arrows  right; 
Be  wife  and  falfe,  Ihun  trouble,   feek  del 
Change  thou  the  firft,   nor  wait  thy  lover's  fligh 

Why  fliould'll  thou  v/eep?  let  nature  judge  our 
cafe ; 
I  faw  thee  young  and  fair;  purfued  the  chafe 
Of  youth  and  beauty  :  I  another  faw 
Fairer  and  younjjer:  yielding  to  the  law 
Of  our  all-ruling  mother,  I  purfued 
More  youth,  more  beauty  :  bleft  vicilfitude  ! 
My  adive  heart  Hill  keeps  its  prilline  flame; 
■The  object  alter'd,   the  defire  the  fame. 

This  younger  fairer  pleads  her  rightful  charms ; 
With  prefent  power  compels  me  to  her  arms. 
And  much  I  fear,  from  my  fubjefted  mind 
(If  beauty's  force  to  conftant  love  can  bind), 
That  years  may  roll,  ere  in  her  turn  the  maid 
Shall  weep  the  fury  of  my  love  decay 'd; 

And 


7 

light;         C 

r's  flight.   3 
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And  weeping  follow  me,  as  thou  doft  now, 
With  idle  clamours  of  a  broken  vow. 

Nor  can  the  wildnefs  cf  thy  willies  err 
So  wide,   to  hope  that  thou  may'll  live  with  her. 
Love,  well  thou  know'ft,  no  partnerflaip  allows: 
Cupid  averfe  rejedls  divided  vows: 
Then  from  thy  foolifli  heart,  vain  maid,  remove 
An  ufeiefs  forrow,  and  an  ill-ftarr'd  love; 
And  leave  me,  with  the  fair,  at  large  in  woods  to 
rove. 


} 


EMMA. 

Are  wc  in  life  through  one  great  error  led.-* 
Is  each  man  perjur'd,  and  each  nymph  betray'd  * 
Of  the  fuperior  fex  art  thou  the  Vv'orft  ? 
Am  I  of  mine  the  moft  compleatly  curft  ? 
Yet  let  nie  go  with  thee  ;  and  going  prove, 
From  what  I  will  endure,  how  much  I  love. 

This  potent  beauty,   this  triumphant  fa.'r. 
This  happy  objedl  of  our  different  care. 
Her  let  me  follow ;  her  let  me  attend 
A  fervant  ((he  may  fcorn  the  name  of  friend). 
What  flie  demands,  inceifant  I'll  px-epare: 
I'll  weave  her  garlands  ;  and  I'll  plait  her  hair: 
My  bufy  diligence  ftiall  deck  her  board 
(For  there  at  leall  I  may  approach  my  lord) ; 
And,  when  her  Henry's  fofter  hours  advife  -* 

His  fervant's  abfence,  with  dejefted  eyes  L 

Far  I'll  recede,  and  fighs  forbid  to  rife.  3 

Yet, 
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Yet,  when  increafing  grief  brings  flow  dKeaCe; 
And  ebbing  life,  on  terms  fevere  as  thefe. 
Will  have  its  little  lamp  no  longer  fed ; 
When  Henry's  mittrefs  fhews  him  Emma  dead; 
Refcue  my  poor  remains  from  vile  negleft: 
With  virgin  honours  let  my  hearfe  be  deckt. 
And  decent  emblem;  and  at  leall:  perfiiade 
This  happy  nymph,  that  Emma  may  be  laid 
Where  thou,  dear  author  of  my  death,  where  (he. 
With  frequent  eye  my  fepulchre  may  fee. 
The  nymph  amidft  her  joys  may  haply  breathe 
One  pious  figh,  reflefting  on  my  death. 
And  the  fad  fate  which  Ihe  may  one  day  prove, 
Who  hopes  from  Henry's  vows  eternal  love. 
And  thou  forfworn,  thou  cruel,  as  thou  art, 
If  Emma's  image  ever  touch'd  thy  heart ; 
Thou  fure  muft  give  one  thought,  and  drop  one  tear 
To  her,  whom  love  abandon'd  to  dcfpair; 
To  her,  who,  dying,  on  the  wounded  ftone 
Bid  it  in  lailing  characters  be  known, 
That,  of  mankind,  fhe  lov'd  but  thee  alone. 

HENRY. 

Hear,  folemn  Jove;  and  confcious  Venus,  hear; 
And  thou,  bright  maid,  believe  me  v/hilft  I  fwear; 
No  time,  no  change,  no  future  flame,  fliall  move 
The  well-plac'd  bafis  of  my  lafting  love. 
O  powerful  virtue  !   O  vidorious  fair! 
At  leaft  excufe  a  trial  too  fevere : 
Receive  the  triumph,  and  forget  the  war. 

No 
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No  banlfh'd  man,  condemn'd  in  woods  to  rove, 
Intreats  thy  pardon,  and  implores  thy  love: 
No  perjur'd  knight  defires  to  quit  thy  arms, 
Fairell  colletlion  of  thy  fex's  charms. 
Crown  of  my  love,  and  honour  of  my  youth  I 
Henry,  thy  Henry,  with  eternal  truth. 
As  thou  may'lt  wiih,  fhall  all  his  life  employ. 
And  found  his  glory  in  his  Emma's  joy. 

In  me  behold  the  potent  Edgar's  heir, 
Illuftrious  earl :  him  terrible  in  svar 
Let  Loyre  confefs,  for  fhe  has  felt  his  fword. 
And  trembling  fled  before  the  Britilh  lord. 
Him  great  in  peace  and  wealth  fair  Dcva  knows  ; 
For  (he  amidlt  his  fpacious  meadows  flows ; 
Inclines  her  urn  upon  his  fatten'd  lands; 
And  fees  his  numerous  herd  imprint  her  fands. 

And  thou,  my  fair,  my  dove,  flialt  raife  thy  thought 
To  greatnefs  next  to  empire  ;  fhall  be  brought 
With  folemn  pomp  to  my  paternal  feat; 
Where  peace  and  plenty  on  thy  word  fl^all  wait. 
Mufic  and  fong  fhall  wake  the  marriage-day: 
And,  whilft  the  priefts  accufe  the  bride's  delay. 
Myrtles  and  rofes  fhall  obftrucl  her  way. 

Friendlbip  fhall  ftill  thy  evening  feafts  adorn  ; 
And  blooming  peace  fhall  ever  blefs  thy  morn. 
Succeeding  years  their  happy  race  fliall  run, 
And  age  unheeded  by  delight  come  on ; 
While  yet  fuperior  love  fhall  mock  his  power : 
And  when  old  Time  fhall  turn  the  fated  hcur. 

Which 
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Which  only  can  our  well-tied  knot  unfold  ; 
What  rclb  of  both,  one  fepulchre  fhall  hold. 

Hence  then  for  ever  from  my  Emma's  bread 
(That  heaven  of  foftnefs,   and  that  feat  of  reft) 
Ye  doubts  and  fears,  and  all  that  know  to  move 
1'ormenting  grief,  and  all  that  trouble  love, 
Scatter'd  by  winds  recede,  and  wild  in"  forefts  rove. 

EMMA. 

O  day  the  faireft  fure  that  ever  rofe ! 
Period  and  end  of  anxious  Emma's  woes ! 
Sire  of  her  joy,  and  fource  of  her  delight ;  -^ 

O  !  wing'd  with  pleafure  take  thy  happy  flight,       C 
And  give  each  future  morn  a  tindture  of  thy  white.  } 
Yet  tell  thy  votary,  potent  Queen  of  love, 
Henry,  my  Henry,  will  he  never  rove  ? 
Will  he  be  ever  kind,  and  juft,  and  good  ? 
And  is  there  yet  no  miftrefs  in  the  wood  ? 
None,  none  there  is ;  the  thought  was  radi  and  vain  ; 
A  fiife  idea,  and  a  fancy'd  pain. 
Doubt  Hiall  for  ever  quit  my  ftrengthen'd  heart. 
And  anxious  jealoufy's  corroding  fmart; 
Nor  other  inmate  lliall  inhabit  there. 
But  foft  Belief,  young  Joy,  and  pleafing  Care: 

Hence  let  the  tides  of  plenty  ebb  and  ilow. 
And  fortune's  various  gale  unheeded  blow. 
If  at  my  feet  the  fuppliant  goddefs  ftands. 
And  fiieds  her  treafure  with  onweary'd  hands; 
iler  prefent  favour  cautious  I'll  embrace. 
And  net  unthankful  ufe  the  prolfer'd  grace: 

If 


I 


M.        PRIOR.  affr 

If  flle  reclaims  the  temporary  boon. 
And  tries  her  pinions,  fluttering  to  be  gone; 
Secure  of  iiiind,  I'll  obviate  her  intfent. 
And  unconcern'd  return  the  goods  fhe  lent. 
.Nor  happinefs  can  J,  nor  mifery  feel, 
From  any  turn  of  her  fantaftic  wheel : 
Friendfhip's  great  laws,  and  love's  fuperior  powers, 
Muft  mark  the  colour  of  my  future  hours. 
From  the  events  which  thy  commands  create 
I  mufl:  my  bleflings  or  my  forrows  date; 
And  Henry's  will  mull  diflate  Emma's  fate. 

Yet  while  with  clofe  delight  and  inward  pride 
(Which  from  the  world  my  careful  foul  Ihall  hide) 
I  fee  thee,  lord  and  end  of  my  defire. 
Exalted  high  as  virtue  can  require; 
With  power  inverted,  and  with  pleafure  chear'd; 
Sought  by  the  good,   by  the  oppreffor  fear'dj 
Loaded  and  bleil  with  all  the  affluent  ftore. 
Which  human  vows  at  fmoaking  fhrines  implore; 
Grateful  and  humble  grant  me  to  employ 
My  life  fubfervient  onlv  to  thy  joy; 
And  at  my  death  to  blefs  thy  kindnefs  ftiown 
To  her,  who  of  mankind  could  love  but  thee  alone. 

While  thus  the  conflant  pair  alternate  faid. 
Joyful  above  them  and  around  them  play'd 
Angels  and  fportive  loves,  a  numerous  crowd; 
Smiling  they  clapt.  their  wings,  and  low  they  bow'd : 
They  tumbled  all  their  little  quivers  o'er. 
To  chufe  propitious  Ihafts,  a  precious  Hore; 
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That,  when  their  God  fhould  take  his  future  dar-tSy 

To  llrike  (however  rarely)  conllant  hearts. 

His  happy  fkill  might  proper  arms  employ. 

All  tipt  with  pleafure,  and  all  wing'd  with  joy: 

And  thoie,  they  yow'd,  whofe  lives  fhould  imitate 

Tliefe  lovers'  conllancy,  fhould  fhare  their  fate. 

The  Queen  of  Beauty  ftopt  her  bridled  doves; 
Approv'd  the  little  labour  of  the  Loves; 
Was  proud  and  pleas'd  the  mutual  vow  to  hear; 
And  to  the  triumph  call'd  the  God  of  war: 
Soon  as  fhe  calls,  the  God  is  always  near. 

Now,  Mars,  (he  faid,  let  Fame  exalt  her  voice ; 
Nor  let  thy  conquefts  only  be  her  choice : 
But,  when  fhe  fmgs  great  Edward  from  the  field 
Return'd,  the  hoftile  fpear  and  captive,,  fhield 
In  Concord's  temple  hung,    and  Gallia  taught  to 

yield : 
And  when,  as  prudent  Saturn  lliall  compleat 
The  years  defign'd  to  perfeft  Britain's  ftate,. 
The  fwift-wing'd  power  fnall  take  her  trump  again,- 
To  fing  her  favourite  Anna's  wondrous  reign; 
To  recolleft  unweary'd  Marlborough's  toils. 
Old  Rufus'  hall  unequal  to  his  fpoils; 
The  Britifli  foldier  from  his  high  command 
Glorious,  and  Gaul  thrice  vanquifli'd  by  his  hand  ; 
Let  her  at  leaft  perform  what  I  defire ; 
With  fecond  breath  the  vocal  brafs  infpire  ; 
And  tell  the  nations,  in  no  vulgar  flrain, 
What  wars  I  manage,  and  what  wreaths  I  gain. 
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And,  when  thy  tumults  and  thy  fights  are  pall: ; 
And  when  thy  laurels  at  my  feet  are  caft; 
Faithful  may'ft  thou,  like  Britilh  Henry,  prove  : 
And,  Emma-like,  let  me  return  thy  love. 

Renown'd  for  truth,  let  all  thy  fons  appear; 
And  conftant  Beauty  iliall  reward  their  care. 

Mars  fmil'd,  andbow'd:  the  Cyprian  deity 
Turn'd  to  the  glorious  ruler  of  the  (ky  ; 
And  thou,  fhe  fmiling  faid,  great  God  of  days 
And  verfe,  behold  my  deed,  and  fing  my  praife, 
As  on  the  Britilh  earth,  my  favourite  ifle, 
Thy  gentle  rays  and  kindell  influence  fmile. 
Through  all  her  laughing  fields  and  verdant  groves. 
Proclaim  with  joy  thefe  memorable  loves. 
From  every  annual  courfe  let  one  great  day 
To  celebrated  fports  and  floral  play 
Be  fct  afide;  and,  in  the  fofteft  lays 
Of  thy  poetic  fons,  be  folemn  praife 
And  everlafting  marks  of  honour  paid, 
To  the  true  Lover,  and  the  Nut-brown  maid 
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'*  Te  non  paventis  funera  Gallia?, 

"  Durasqiie  tellus  audit  Iberise  : 

*'  Te  caede  gaudentes  Sicambri 

"'  Compofuis  venerantui-  armisb"  Hor; 
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PREFACE, 

W  HEN  I  firft  thought  of  writing  upon  this 
occafion,  I  found  the  ideas  fo  great  and  numerous, 
that  I  judged  them  more  proper  for  the  warmth  of 
an  Ode,  than  for  any  other  fort  of  poetry  :  I  there- 
fore fet  Horace  before  me  for  a  pattern,  and  parti- 
cularly his  famous  ode,  ike  fourth  of  the  fourth 
book, 

*'  Qualem  miniftrum  fulminls  alitem.  Sec." 

which  he  wrote  in  praife  of  Drufus  after  his  expe- 
dition into  Germany,  and  of  Auguftus  upon  his 
happy  choice  of  that  general.  And  in  the  follow- 
ing poem,  though  I  have  endeavoured  to  imitate 
all  the  great  flrokes  cf  that  ode,  I  have  taken  the 
liberty  to  go  off  from  it,  and  to  add  varioufly,  as 
the  fubjeft  and  my  own  imagination  carried  me. 
As  to  the  ftyle,  the  choice  I  made  of  following  the 
ode  in  Latin  determined  me  in  Englifh  to  the 
Hanza ;  and  herein  it  v/as  impoffible  not  to  have  a 
mind  to  follow  our  great  countryman  Spenfer ; 
i^hich  I  have  done  (as  well  at  Icaft  as  I  could)  in 
T  4  the 
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the  manner  of  my  expreffion,  and  the  turn  of  my 
number:  having  only  added  one  verfe  to  his  ftanza, 
which  I  thought  made  the  number  more  harmo- 
nious ;  and  avoided  fuch  of  his  words  as  I  found 
too  obfolete.  I  have,  liowever,  retained  fome  few  of 
them,  to  make  the  colouring  look  more  likeSpenfer's. 
Beheji,  command;  band,  army ;  J>roive/s,  ftrength; 
I  -zveet,  I  know  ;  I  tvetn,  I  think  ;  avhilom,  here- 
tofore ;  and  two  or  three  more  of  that  kind,  which 
I  hope  the  ladies  will  pardon  me,  and  not  judge 
my  Mufe  lefs  handfome,  though  for  once  Ihe  ap- 
pears in  a  farthingale.  I  have  alfo,  in  Spenfer's 
manner,  ufed  Cafar  for  the  emperor,  Boya  for  Ba- 
varia, Ba-var  for  that  prince,  IJier  for  Danube, 
Iberia  for  Spain,   Sec. 

That  noble  part   of  the  Ode  which  I  juft  no\y 
mentioned, 

*'  Gens,  qu3e  cremate  fortis  ab  Ilio 
"  Jafta  Tufcis  acquoribus,  &c." 

where  Horace  praifes  the  Romans  as  being  defcend- 
ed  from  ^neas,  I  have  turned  to  the  honour  of  the 
Britifli  nation,  defcended  from  Brute,  likewife  a 
Trojan.  That  this  Brute,  fourth  or  fifth  from 
^neas,  fettled  in  England,  and  built  London, 
which  is  called  Troja  Nova,  or  Troynovante,  is  a 
Hory  which  (I  think)  owes  its  original,  if  not  to 
Geoffry  of  Monmouth,    at   leaft   to   the  Monki/Ii 

writers : 
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jvrlters ;  yet  it  is  not  rejefted  by  our  great  Camden  ; 
and  is  told  by  Milton,  as  if  (at  leaft)  he  was  pleafed 
with  it,  though  poffibly  he  does  not  believe  it  : 
however  it  carries  a  poetical  authority,  which  is 
fufficient  for  our  purpofe.  It  is  as  certain  that 
Brute  came  into  England,  as  that  ^neas  went  into 
Italy  ;  and  upon  the  fuppofition  of  thefe  fafts, 
Virgil  wrote  the  beft  poem  that  the  world  ever 
read,  and  Spenfer  paid  queen  Elizabeth  the  greatell 
compliment. 

I  need  not  obviate  one  piece  of  criticifm,  that  I 
bring  my  hero 

?*  From  burning  Troy,  and  Xanthus  red  with  blood:" 

whereas  he  was  not  born,  when  that  city  was  de- 
Uroyed.  Virgil,  in  the  cafe  of  his  own  JEneas  re- 
lating to  Dido,  will  fland  as  a  fufficient  proof,  that 
a  man  in  his  poetical  capacity  is  not  accountable 
for  a  little  fault  in  chronology. 

My  two  great  examples,  Horace  and  Spenfer,  in 
many  things  refemble  each  other :  both  have  a 
height  of  imagination,  and  a  majefly  of  expreffion 
in  defcribing  the  fublime  ;  and  both  know  to 
temper  thofe  talents,  and  fvveetcn  the  defcription^ 
fo  as  to  make  it  lovely  as  well  as  pompous  :  both 
have  equally  that  agreeable  manner  of  mixing  mo- 
rality with  their  ftory,  and  that  Curiofa  Felicitas 
in  the  choice  of  their  ditlion,  which  every  writer 
^ims  at,  and  fo  very  few  have  reached:  both  are 

particularly 
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particularly  fine  in  their  images,  and  knowing  in 
their  numbers.  Leaving  therefore  our  two  mailers 
to  the  confideration  and  ftudy  of  thofe  who  defign 
to  excel  in  poetry,  I  only  beg  leave  to  add,  that 
it  is  long  fiace  I  have  (or  at  leail  ought  to  have) 
quitted  PainafTus,  and  all  the  flowery  roads  on  that 
fide  the  country  ;  though  I  thought  myfelf  indif- 
penfably  obliged,  upon  the  prefent  occafion,  to 
take  a  little  journey  in  thofe  parts. 
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ODE. 


I. 


HEN  great  Auguftus  govern'd  ancient  Rome, 
And  fent  his  conquering  bands  to  foreign  wars ; 
Abroad  when  dreaded,  and  bclov'd  at  home, 
He  faw  his  fame  increafing  with  his  years; 
Horace,  great  bard!   (fo  Fate  ordain'd)  arofe. 
And,  bold  as  were  his  countrymen  in  fight, 
Snatch'd  their  fair  adlions  from  degrading  profe. 
And  fet  their  battles  in  eternal  light : 
High  as  their  trumpets  tune  his  lyre  he  ftrung, 
And  with  his  prince's  arms  he  moraliz'd  his  fong. 

II. 

When  bright  Eliza  rul'd  Britannia's  ftate. 
Widely  diftributing  her  high  commands, 
And  boldly  wife,  and  fortunately  great, 
freed  the  glad  nations  /rom  tyrannic  bands ; 

An 
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An  equal  genius  was  In  Spenfer  found; 
To  the  high  theme  he  match'd  his  noble  lays^ 
He  traveU'd  England  o'er  on  fairy  ground. 
In  myftic  notes  to  fing  his  monarch's  praife; 
Reciting  wondrous  truths  In  plcafing  dreams, 
He  deck'd  Eliza's  head  with  Gloriana's  beams, 

in. 

But,  greatell  Anna!  while  thy  arms  purfue 
Paths  of  renown,  and  climb  afcents  of  fame. 
Which  nor  Augullus,  nor  Eliza  knew  ; 
What  poet  fhall  be  found  to  fing  thy  name  ? 
What  numbers  fhall  record,  what  tongue  Ihall  fay;> 
Thy  wars  on  land,   thy  triumphs  on  the  main? 
O  fairefl:  model  of  imperial  fway! 
What  equal  pen  fhall  write  thy  wondrous  reign  ? 
Who  fliall  attempts  and  feats  of  arms  rehearfe. 
Not  yet  by  ftory  told,  nor  parallel'd  by  verfe  ? 

IV. 

Me  all  too  mean  for  fuch  a  tafk  I  weet ; 
Yet,  if  the  Sovereign  Lady  deigns  to  fmile, 
I'll  follow  Horace  with  impetuous  heat,. 
And  cloath  the  verfe  in  Spenfer's  native  ftyle. 
By  thefe  examples  rightly  taught  to  ling, 
And  fmit  with  pleafure  of  my  country's  praife. 
Stretching  the  plumes  of  an  uncommon  wing. 
High  as  Olympus  I  my  flight  v/ill  raife; 
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And  lateft  times  (hall  in  my  numbers  read 
Anna's  immortal  fame,  and  Marlborough's  hardy 
deed. 

V. 

As  the  ftrong  eagle  in  the  filent  wood, 
Mindlefs  of  warlike  rage  and  hoftile  care. 
Plays  round  the  rocky  cliii  or  cryftal  flood. 
Till  by  Jove's  high  behefts  call'd  out  to  war. 
And  charg'd  with  thunder  of  his  angry  king, 
His  bofom  with  the  vengeful  meflage  glows  ; 
Upward  the  noble  bird  direfts  his  wing, 
And,  towering  round  his  mailer's  earth-born  foes. 
Swift  he  colledls  his  fatal  flock  of  ire. 
Lifts  his  fierce  talon  high,  and  darts  the  forked  lire : 

VI. 

Sedate  and  calm  thus  viftor  Marlborough  fate. 
Shaded  with  laurels,  in  his  native  land. 
Till  x^nna  calls  him  from  his  foft  retreat. 
And  gives  her  fecond  thunder  to  his  hand. 
Then,  leaving  fweet  repofe  and  gentle  eafe. 
With  ardent  fpeed  he  feeks  the  diftant  foe ; 
Marching  o'er  hills  and  vales,  o'er  rocks  and  feas. 
He  meditates,  and  ftrikes  the  wondrous  blow. 
Our  thought  flies  flower  than  our  General's  fame: 
Grafps  he  the  bolt?  we  alk  —  when   he  has  hurl'd 
the  flame. 

VII.  V/hea 
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VII. 

"When  Rerce  Bavar  on  Judoign's  fpaclous  plain 
Did  from  afar  the  Britiih  chief  behold. 
Betwixt  defpair,  and  rage,  and  hope,  and  pain. 
Something  within  his  warring  bofom  roU'd  : 
He  views  that  favourite  of  indulgent  fame, 
Whom  whilom  he  had  met  on  Ifter's  fhore; 
Too  well,  alas  1  the  man  he  knows  the  fame, 
Whofe  prowefs  there  repell'd  the  Boyan  power, 
Andfent  them  trembling  through  the  frighted  lands. 
Swift  as  the  whirlwind  drives  Arabia's  fcatter'd  fands, 

VIII. 
His  former  lofTes  he  forgets  to  grieve; 
Abfolves  his  fate,  if  with  a  kinder  ray 
It  now  would  fhine,  ai  d  only  give  him  leave 
To  balance  the  account  of  Blenheim's  day. 
So  the  fell  lion  in  the  lonely  glade. 
His  fide  ftill  fmarting  with  the  hunter's  fpear. 
Though  deeply  wounded,  no-way  yet  difmay'd. 
Roars  terrible,  and  meditates  new  war; 
In  fullen  fury  traverfes  the  plain. 
To  find  the  venturous  foe,  and  battle  him  again. 

IX. 

Mifguided  prince,  no  longer  urge  thy  fate. 
Nor  tempt  the  hero  to  unequal  war ; 
Fam'd  in  misfortune,  and  in  ruin  great, 
Confefs  the  force  of  Marlborough's  llronger  liar. 

Thofe 
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Tliofe  laurel  groves  (the  merits  of  thy  youth), 
Which  thou  from  *  Mahomet  dldll  greatly  gain. 
While,  bold  affertor  of  refiiHefs  truth. 
Thy  fsvord  did  godlike  liberty  maintain. 
Mull  from  thy  brow  their  falling  honours  Ihed, 
And  their  tranfplanted  wreaths  muft  deck  a  worthier 
head. 

X. 

Yet  ceafe  the  ways  of  Providence  to  blame. 
And  human  faults  with  human  grief  confefs, 
'Tis  thou  art  chang'd,  while  Heaven  is  ftill  the  fame; 
From  thy  ill  councils  date  thy  ill  fuccefs. 
Impartial  Jultice  holds  her  equal  fcales. 
Till  ftronger  Virtue  does  the  weight  incline  : 
If  over  thee  thy  glorious  foe  prevails. 
He  now  defends  the  caufe  that  once  was  thine. 
Righteous  the  war,  the  champion  fliall  fubdue  ; 
For  Jove's  great  handmaid  Power  muft  Jove's  decrees 
purfue. 

*  The  Eleftor  of  Bavaria  had  formerly  acquired  great 
reputntion  by  the  fuccefs  of  h'vs  arms  againft  tlie  Turks,*, 
particularly  in  obliging  them  to  raife  the  fiege  of  Vienna, 
after  it  had  continued  59  day?,  in  September  1683,  with 
»hs  lofs  of  fevenry-five  thoulahd  men  and  their  baggage. 

XI.  HarkE 
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XI. 
Haj'k  !  the  dire  trumpets  {bund  their  llirill  alarms! 
Auverquerque,  f   branch'd  from  the  renown'd  Na{^ 

faus. 
Hoary  in  war,  and  bent  beneath  his  arms. 
His  glorious  fword  with  dauntlefs  courage  draws* 
When  anxious  Britain  mourn'd  her  parting  lord, 
And  all  of  William  that  was  mortal  died ; 
The  faithful  hero  had  receiv'd  his  fvvofd 
From  his  expiring  mailer's  much-lov'd  fide. 
Oft'  from  its  fatal  ire  has  Louis  flown^ 
Where'er  great  William  led,  or  Maefe  and  Sambre 
run. 

xir. 

But  brandifii'd  high,  in  an  Ill-omen'd  hour 
To  thee,  proud  Gaul,  behold  thy  juftefl:  fear. 
The  mailer  fword,  difpofer  of  thy  power: 
*Tis  that  which  Cafar  gave  the  Britifh  peer. 
He  took  the  gift:   nor  ever  will  I  fheathe 
This  fteel  (fo  Anna's  high  behells  ordain). 
The  General  faid,  unlefs  by  glorious  death 
Abfolv'd,  till  conqueft  has  confirm'd  your  reign. 
Returns  like  thefe  our  millrefs  bids  us  make. 
When  from  a  foreign  prince  a  gift  her  Britons  take. 

+  Monfieur  Auverquerque  who,  in  the  year  1704,  and 
the  fucceeding  campaigns,  was  appointed  to  the  command 
of  the  Dutcli  forces.  He  was  in  great  favour  with  King 
William,  and  prefent  at  his  death. 

XIII.  Am 
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XIII. 
And  now  fierce  Gallia  rallies  on  her  foes, 
Her  force  augmented  by  the  Boyan  bands  ; 
So  Volga's  ftream,  increas'd  by  mountain  fnows. 
Rolls  with  new  fury  down  through  Ruffia's  lands. 
Like  tvvo  great  rocks  againft  the  raging  tide 
(1/  Virtue's  force  with  Nature's  we  compare), 
Unmov'd  the  two  united  chiefs  abide, 
Suftain  the  impulfe,  and  receive  the  war. 
Round  their  firm  fides  in  vain  the  tempeft  beats ; 
And  llill  the  foariiing  wave  v/ith  lefl'en'd  power  re- 
treats. 

XIV. 
The  rage  difpers'd,  the  glorious  pair  advance. 
With  mingled  anger  and  colledled  might. 
To  turn  the  war,  and  tell  aggreffing  France, 
How  Britain's  fons  and  Britain's  friends  can  fight. 
On  conqueft  fix'd,  and  covetous  of  fame. 
Behold  them  rufhing  through  the  Gallic  hoft: 
Through  itanding  corn  fo  runs  the  fudden  flame. 
Or  eaftern  winds  along  Sicilia's  coaft. 
They  deal  their  terrors  to  the  adverfe  nation  : 
Pale  death  attends  their  arms,  and  ghaftly  defolation, 

XV. 
But  whilll  with  fierceft  ire  Bellona  g-Iovvs ; 
And  Europe  rather  hopes  than  fears  her  fate ; 
While  Britain  prefixes  her  affliftcd  foes ; 
What  horror  damps  the  llrortg,  and  quells  the  great! 
.  Vol.  I.  U  Whence 
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Whence  look  the  foldier's  cheeks  dlfmay'd  and  pale  ? 
Eril  ever  dreadful,  knov/  they  now  to  dread  ? 
The  hollile  troops,  I  ween,  aimoll:  prevail ; 
And  the  purfuers  only  not  recede. 
Alas!  their  lefTen'd  rage  proclaims  their  grief! 
For,   anxioiir,,    lo !  they  croud  around  their  falling 

chief. 

XVI. 
I  thank  thee,  Fate,  exclaims  the  fierce  Bavar  j 
Let  Boya's  trumpet  grateful  lo's  found  : 
I  faw  him  fall,  their  thunderbolt  of  war  :  — 
Ever  to  vengeance  facred  be  the  ground. — 
Vainwifh!  fhortjoy!  the  hero  mounts  agaia 
In  greater  glory,  and  with  fuller  light : 
The  evening-liar  fo  falls  into  the  main. 
To  rife  at  morn  more  prevalently  bright. 
He  rifes  fafe,  *  but  near,  too  near  his  fide, 
A  good  man's  grievous  lofs,  a  faithful  fervant  died. 

XVII. 
Propitious  Mars !  the  battle  is  regain'd  : 
The  foe  with  lelTen'd  wrath  difputes  the  field  : 
The  Briton  fights,  by  favouring  gods  fuftain'd  : 
Freedom  mult  live  ;  and  lawlefs  power  muH  yield.. 

*  At  the  battle  of  Ramillies  the  Duke  of  Marlhorougb 

was  twice  in  the  moft  imminent  danger ;  once  by  a  fall 

from  his  hoife,  and  a  fecond  time  by  a  cannon  (hot   that 

took  off  the  head  of  Colonel  Bringfield  as  he  was  holding 

the  ftiriup  for  his  Grace  to  remount.  . 

Vaia 
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Vain  now  the  tales  which  fabling  poets  tell, 
That  wavering  Conqueft    ftill  defires  to  rove ! 
In  Marlborough's  camp  the  goddefs  knows  to  dwell ; 
Long  as  the  hero's  life  remains  her  love. 
Again  France  flies,  again  the  duke  purfues. 
And  on  Ramilia's  plains  he  Blenheim's  fame  renews. 
XVIII. 

Great  thanks,  O  captain  great  in  arms!  receive 
From  thy  triumphant  country's  public  voice ; 
Thy  country  greater  thanks  can  only  give 
To  Anne,  to  her  who  made  thofe  arms  her  choice; 
Recording  Schellenberg's  *  and  Blenheim's  toils, 
We  dreaded  left  thou  fhould'H:  thofe  toils  repeat: 
We  view'd  the  palace  charg'd  with  Gallic  fpoils. 
And  in  thofe  fpoils  we  thought  thy  praife  compleat. 
For  never  Greek  we  deem'd,  nor  Roman  kniglit. 
In  charafters  like  thefe  did  e'er  his  a£ts  indite. 
XIX. 

Yet,  mindlefs  ftill  of  eafe,   thy  virtue  flies 
A  pitch  to  old  and  modern  times  unknown : 
Thofe  goodly  deeds  which  we  fo  highly  prize 
Imperfeft  feem,   great  chief,   to  thee  alone. 
Thofe  heights,  where  William's  virtue  might  have  ftaid. 
And  on  the  fubjecl  world  look'd  fafely  down, 
Ey  Marlborough  pafs'd,  the  props  and  Heps  were  made, 
Sublimer  yet  to  raife  his  queen's  renown  : 

•  Wliere  the  Duke  of  Marlboroiigli  gaineJ   a  complete 
viclory  over  16000  Bavarians  in  July  1794.. 

U  2  Still 
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Still  gaining  more,  Hill  flighting  what  he  gain'd. 
Nought  done  the  hero  deem'd,   while  aught  undone 
reniain'd. 

XX. 
When  fwift-wlng'd  rumour  told  the  mighty  Gaul, 
How  lefien'd  from  the  field  Bavar  was  fled; 
He  wept  the  fwiftnefs  of  the  champion's  fall; 
And  thus  the  royal  treaty-breaker  faid: 
And  lives  he  yet,  the  great,  the  loft  Bavar, 
Ruin  to  Gallia  in  the  name  of  friend? 
Tell  me,  how  far  has  fortune  been  fevere  ? 
Has  the  foe's  glory,  or  our  grief,  an  end  ? 
Remains  there  of  the  fifty  thoufand  loft. 
To  fave  our  threaten'd  realm,  or  guard  our  fliatter'i 
coaft. 

XXI. 
To  the  clofe  rock  the  frighten'd  raven  flies. 
Soon  as  the  rifmg  eagle  cuts  the  air : 
The  fliaggy  wolf  unfeen  and  trembling  lies. 
When  the  hoarfe  roar  proclaims  the  lion  near. 
'  Ill-ftarr'd  did  v/e  our  forts  and  lines  forfake. 
To  dare  our  Britifti  foes  to  open  fight: 
Our  conqueft  we  by  ftratagem  fliould  make: 
Our  triumph  had  been  founded  in  our  flight. 
'Tis  ours,  by  craft  and  by  furprize  to  gain  : 
'Tis  theirs,  to  meet  in  arms,  and  battle  in  the  plain. 

xxir. 

The  ancient  father  of  this  hoftile  brood. 
Their  boafted  Brute,  undaunted  fnatch'd  his  gods 

From 
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From  burning  Troy,  and  Xanthus  red  with  blood. 
And  fix'd  on  filver  Thames  his  dire  abodes  : 
And  this  be  Troynovante,  he  faid,  the  feat 
By  Heaven  ordain'd,  my  fons,  your  lailing  place : 
Superior  here  to  all  the  bolts  of  fate 
Live,  mindful  of  the  author  of  your  race. 
Whom  neither  Greece,  nor  war,  nor  want,  nor  flame. 
Nor  great  Peleides'  arm,  nor  Juno's  rage  could  tame. 
XXIII. 

Their  Tudor's  hence,  and  Stuart's  oiFspring  flow : 
Hence  Edward,  dreadful  with  his  fable  ihield, 
Talbot  to  Gallia's  power  eternal  foe. 
And  Seymour,  fam'd  in  council  or  in  field : 
Hence  Nevil,  great  to  fettle  or  dethrone. 
And  Drake  and  Ca'ndifh,  terrors  of  the  fea: 
Hence  Butler's  fons,  o'er  land  and  ocean  known, 
Herbert's  and  Churchill's  warring  progeny: 
Hence  the  long  roll  which  Gallia  fliould  conceal; 
For,  oh !  who  vanquifh'd,  loves  the  viftor's  fame  to 
tell,^ 

XXV. 

Envy'd  Britannia,  fturdy  as  the  oak. 
Which  on  her  mountain-top  (he  proudly  bears. 
Eludes  the  ax,  and  fprouts  againft  the  {broke; 
Strong  from  her  wounds,  and  greater  by  her  wars. 
And  as  thofe  teeth,  which  Cadmus  fow'd  in  earth, 
Produc'd  new  youth,  and  fumifb'd  frefh  fapplies: 
So  with  young  vigour,  and  fucceeding  birth. 
Her  lofTes  more  than  recompens'd  arife  i 

U  3  ^nd 
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And  every  age  fhc  with  a  race  is  crown 'd, 
For  letters  more  polite,  in  battles  more  renown 'd, 
XXV. 

Obftinate  power,  whom  nothing  can  repel ; 
Not  the  fierce  Saxon,  nor  the  cruel  Dane, 
Nor  deep  imprefuoa  of  the  Ncrman  fteel, 
Ncr  Europe's  force  aniafs'd  by  envious  Spain. 
Nor  France  on  univerfal  fway  intent. 
Oft'  breaking  leagues,  and  oft  renewing  wars; 
Nor  (ti-equent  bane  of  weaken'd  government) 
Their  own  inteiline  feuds  and  mutual  jars: 
Thofe  feuds  and  jars,  in  which  I  trailed  more. 
Than  in  my  troops,  and  fleets,   and  all  the  Gallic 
power. 

XXVI. 

To  fruitful  Rhelms,  or  fair  Lutetia's  gate. 
What  tidings  fhall  the  meffenger  convey  ? 
Shall  the  loud  herald  our  fuccefs  relate. 
Or  mitred  prieft  appoint  the  folemn  day? 
Alas!  my  praifes  they  no  more  mull  fing; 
They  to  my  ftatue  noy/  mull  bow  no  more : 
Broken,   rcpuls'd  is  their  immortal  king: 
Fallen,  fallen  for  ever,  is  the  Gallic  power. ~- 
The  woman  chief  is  mafter  of  the  war: 
Earth,  ilie  has  freed  by  arms,  and  vanquilh'd  Heaveft 
by  prayer. 

XXVII. 

While  thus  the  ruin'd  foe's  defpair  commends 
Thy  council  and  thy  deed  vidorious  queen, 

Wl^at 
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What  fhall  thy  fubjefts  fay,  and  what  thy  friends? 
How  fhall  thy  triumphs  in  our  joy  be  feeni 
Oh !  deign  to  let  the  eldeft  of  the  nine 
Recite  Britannia  great,  and  Gallia  free : 
Oh!  with  her  fifter  fculpture  let  her  join 
To  raife  great  Anne,  the  monument  to  thee; 
To  thee,  of  all  our  good  the  facred  fpring ; 
To  thee,  our  deareft  dread ;  to  thee,  our  fofter  king. 
XXVIII. 

Let  Europe  fav'd  the  column  high  ere6l, 
Than  Trajan's  higher,  or  than  Antonine'sj 
Where  fembling  art  may  carve  the  fair  effeft 
And  full  atchievment  of  thy  great  defigns. 
In  a  calm  Heaven,  and  a  ferenerair, 
Sublime  the  queen  Ihall  on  the  fummit  fland. 
From  danger  far,  as  far  remov'd  from  fear, 
And  pointing  down  to  earth  her  dread  command. 
All  winds,  all  ftorms,  that  threaten  human  woe. 
Shall  fink  beneath  her  feet,  and  fpread  their  rage 
below. 

XXIX. 

Their  fleets  fhall  ftrive,  by  winds  and  waters  toft. 
Till  the  young  Auflrian  on  Iberia's  flrand. 
Great  as  u:^neas  on  the  Latian  coafl. 
Shall  fix  his  foot:  and  this,  be  this  the  land. 
Great  Jove,  where  I  forever  will  remain, 
(The  empire's  other  hope  fhall  fay)  and  here 
Vanquifh'd,  intomb'd  I'll  lie ;  or,  crown'd,  Fll reign— 
O  virtue  to  thy  Britifh  mother  dear  ! 

U  4  Like 
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Like  the  fam'd  Trojan  fufFer  and  abide  ; 
For  Anne  is  thine,  I  ween,  as  Venus  was  his  guide, 
XXX. 
There,  in  eternal  charadlers  engrav'd, 
Vigo,*  and  Gibraltar,  and  Barcelone. 
Their  force  deftroy'd,  their  privileges  fav'd. 
Shall  Anna's  terrors  and  her  mercies  own : 
Spain,  from  th'  ufurper  Bourbon's  arms  retriev'd. 
Shall  with  new  life  and  grateful  joy  appear. 
Numbering  the  >vondcrs  which  that  youth  atchigv'd. 
Whom  Anna  clad  in  arms  and  fent  to  war; 
Whom  Anna  fent  to  claim  Iberia's  throne; 
And  made  him  more  than   king,  in  calling  him  her 
fon. 

XXXI. 

There  Ifther,  pleas'd  by  Blenheim's  glorious  field. 
Rolling  fhall  bid  his  eaftern  waves  declare 
Germania  fav'd  by  Britain's  ample  fhield. 
And  bleeding  Gaul  afHidled  by  her  fpear; 
Shall  bid  them  mention  Marlborough  on  that  Ihore, 
Leading  his  iflanders,  renown'd  in  arms, 
Through  climes,  where  never  Britilh  chief  before 
Or  pitch'd  his  camp,  or  founded  his  alarms ; 

*  Vigo  was  furprlzed  by  the  Duke  of  Oimond  and  Sir 
George  Rooke,  and  the  galleons  taken  and  deftroyed  in 
the  year  1702  ;  Gibraltar  by  Sir  George  Rooke  in  1704; 
p.r»d  Barcelona  by  the  Prince  of  Heffe  and  the  Earl  of  Peter- 
borough in  1 70  c. 

Shalt 
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Shall  bid  them  blefs  the  queen,  who  made  his  ftreams, 
Glorious  as  thofe  of  Boyne,  and  fafe  as  thofe  of  Thames. 

,xxxn. 

Brabantia,  clad  with  fields,  and  crown'd  with  towers. 
With  decent  joy  ftiall  her  deliverer  meet ; 
Shall  own  thy  arms,  great  queen,  and  blefs  thy  powers. 
Laying  the  keys  beneath  thy  fubjeft's  feet. 
Flandria,  by  plenty  made  the  hom.e  of  war. 
Shall  weep  her  crime,  and  bow  to  Charles  reftor'dj 
With  double  vows  fhall  blefs  thy  happy  care. 
In  having  drawn,  and  having  flieath'd  the  fword; 
From  thefe  their  filler  provinces  fhall  know. 
How  Anne  fupports  a  friend,  and  how  forgives  a  foe. 
XXXIII. 

Bright  fwords,  and  creftedhelm.s,  and  pointed  fpears. 
In  artful  piles  around  the  work  fhall  lie; 
And  fhields  indented  deep  in  ancient  wars, 
Blazon'd  v/ith  figns  of  Gallic  heraldry; 
And  ftandards  with  diftinguifh'd  honours  bright, 
Marks  of  high  power  and  national  command. 
Which  Valois'  fons,  and  Bourbon's  bore  in  fight. 
Or  gave  to  Foix'  or  Montmorancy's  hand : 
Great  fpoils,  which  Gallia  muft  to  Britain  yield. 
From  CrefTy's  battle  fav'd,  to  grace  Ramilia's  field. 
XXXIV. 

And,  as  fine  drt  the  fpaces  may  difpofe, 
The  knowi^ig  thought  and  curious  eye  fhall  fee 
Thy  emblem,  gracious  queen,  the  Britifh  rofe, 
'Type  of  fweet  rule  and  gentle  majelly ; 

The 
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The  northern  thiftle,  whom  no  hoflile  hand 
Unhurt  too  rudely  may  provoke,  I  ween  ; 
Hibcniia's  harp,  device  of  her  command. 
And  parent  of  her  mirth,  fliall  there  be  feen ; 
Thy  vanquifh'd  lillies,  France,  decay'd  and  torn, 
iShall  with  diforder'd  pomp  the  lafting  work  adorn* 
XXXV. 
Beneath,  great  Queen,  oh!  very  far  beneath, 
TMear  to  the  ground,   and  on  tlie  humble  bafe. 
To  fave  herfclf  from  darknefs  and  from  death. 
That  Mufe  defires  the  lall,  the  lowed  place ; 
Who,  though  unmeet,  yet  touch'd  the  trembling  firing. 
For  the  fair  fame  of  Anne  and  Albion's  land. 
Who  durft  of  war  and  martial  fury  fing; 
And  when  thy  will,  and  when  thy  fubjeft's  hand, 
Had  quell'd  thofe  wars,  and  bid  that  fury  ceafe; 
Hangs  up  her  grateful  harp  to  conqueft,  and  to  peacc» 


HER     RIGHT     NAME. 

XX S  Nancy  at  her  toilet  fat. 
Admiring  this,  and  blaming  that; 
Tell  me,  fhe  faid;  but  tell  me  true; 
The  nymph  who  could  your  heart  fubdue. 
What  fort  of  charms  does  fne  pofTefs  ? 
Abfolve  me,  fair  one :  I'll  confefs ; 

With 
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With  pleafure  I  reply'd.     Her  hair. 

In  ringlets  rather  dark  than  fair. 

Does  down  her  ivory  bofom  roll. 

And,  hiding  half,  adorns  the  whole. 

In  her  high  forehead's  fair  half  round 

Love  fits  in  open  triumph  crown'd : 

He  in  the  dimple  of  her  chin. 

In  private  ftate  by  friends  is  feen. 

Her  eyes  are  neither  black  nor  grey ; 

Nor  fierce  nor  feeble  is  their  ray; 

Their  dubious  luftre  feems  to  fhow 

Something  that  fpeaks  nor  Yes,  nor  No, 

Her  lips  no  living  bard  I  weet. 

May  fay,  how  red,  how  round,  how  fweetj 

Old  Homer  only  could  indite. 

Their  vagrant  grace  and  foft  delight: 

They  ftand  recorded  in  his  book. 

When  Helen  fmil'd,  and  Hebe  fpoke— f 

The  gypfy,  turning  to  her  glafs. 

Too  plainly  fhew'd  (lie  knew  the  face; 

And  v/hich  am  I  mofl  like,  fhe  faid, 

your  Cloej  or  your  Nut-brown  Maid? 


CANTATA. 
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CANTATA; 
Set  by  Monfieur  Galliard, 


B 


RECXT. 


ENEATH  a  verdant  laurel's  ample  fhade;^ 
His  lyre  to  mournful  numbers  ftrung, 
Horace,  immortal  bard,  fupinely  laid. 
To  Venus  thus  addrefs'd  the  fong : 
Ten  thoufand  little  loves  around, 
Lillening,  dwelt  on  every  found* 

A  R  I  E  T . 

Potent  Venus,  bid  thy  fon 

Sound  no  more  his  dire  alarms. 
Youth  on  filent  wings  is  flown : 

Graver  years  come  rolling  on. 
Spare  my  age,  unfit  for  arms : 

Safe  and  humble  let  me  reft. 

From  all  amorous  care  releas'd. 
Potent  Venus,  bid  thy  fon 

Sound  no  more  his  dire  ala:^ns„ 

Regit. 
Yet  Venus,  why  do  I  each  morn  prepare 
The  fragrant  wreath  for  Cloe's  hair  ? 
Why  do  I  all  day  lament  and  figh, 
Unlefs  the  beauteous  maid  be  nigh  ? 
And  why  all  night  purfue  her  in  my  dreams. 
Through  ilowry  mead's  and  cryftal  ftreams  ? 

Rect 
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Regit. 
Thus  fung  the  Bard;    and  thus  the  Goddefs  fpoke: 
Submiffive  bow  to  Love's  imperious  yoke; 

Every  ftate,  and  every  age. 
Shall  ovvn  my  rule,  and  fear  my  rage : 
Compell'd  by  me,  thy  Mufe  fliall  prove. 
That  all  the  world  was  born  to  love, 
Ariet 
Bid  thy  dellin'd  lyre  difcover 
Soft  defire  and  gentle  pain : 
Often  praife,  and  always  love  her  : 

Through  her  ear,  her  heart  obtain. 
Verfe  (hall  pkafe,  and  fighs  jhall  move  her, 
Cupid  does  with  Phoebus  reign. 


LINES   WRITTEN  IN  AN  OVID:* 

V/VID  is  the  fureft  guide. 

You  can  name,  to  fhew  the  way 
To  any  woman,  maid  or  bride. 
Who  refolves  to  go  aftray. 

A  TRUE 

*  Tranflated  from  the  following  Madrigal  of  Gilbert, 
fur  TArt  d' Aimer  de  Ovide. 

A    p    H    I    L,i   s. 
Cette  lefture  eft  fans  egale, 
Ce  llvre  eil  un  petet  dedale, 

Ou 
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A        TRUE        MAID, 

xN  O,  no;  for  my  virginity, 

When  I  lofe  that,  fays  Rofe,  I  '11  die  : 
Behind  the  elms,  laft  night,  cry'd  Dick, 
Rofe,  were  you  not  extremely  ficlc  ? 


ANOTHER. 

X  E  N  months  after  Florlmel  happen'd  to  wed, 
And  was  brought  in  a  laudable  manner  to  bed  : 
She  warbled  her  groans  with  fo  charming  a  voice. 
That  one  half  of  the  parifli  was  flun'd  with  the  noife  j 
But  when  Florimel  deign 'd  to  lie  privately  in. 
Ten  months  before  fhe  and  her  fpoufe  were  a-kin. 
She  chofe  with  fuch  prudence  her  pangs  to  conceal. 
That  her  nurfe,  nay  her  midwife,  fcarce  heard  her 
once  fqueal. 

Ou  Tefprit  prend  plaifir  d'eirer, 

Phili?,  fulvez  4es  pas  d'Ovide, 

C'eft  le  plus  agreable  guitie, 

(^'on  peut  choifir  pour  s'egarer. 

Learn, 
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Learn,  hufbands,  from  hence,  for  the  peace  of  your 

lives, 
That  maids  make  not  half  fuch  a  tumult,  as  wives. 


A 

REASONABLE     A  F  F  L  I  C  T  I  aN, 

V^  N  his  death-bed  poor  Lubin  lies  ; 

His  fpoufe  is  in  defpair  : 
With  frequent  fobs,   and  mutual  cries. 

They  both  exprefs  their  care. 

A  different  caufe,  fays  parfon  Sly, 

The  fame  efTcft  may  give  : 
Poor  Lubin  fears,  that  he  flia'll  die  ; 

His  wife,  that  he  may  live. 


ANOTHER.. 

A^  R  O  M  her  own  native  France  as  old  Alifon  paff. 
She  reproach'd  Englifh  Nell  with  negleft  or  with 

malice. 
That  the  flattern  had  left  in  the  hurry  and  hafte. 
Her  lady's  compledion,  and  eye-brows  at  Calais. 

A  N  O- 
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ANOTHER. 

LI  ER  eye-brow-box  one  morning  loft, 

(The  bell  of  folks  are  ofteneft  croft) 

Sad  Helen  thus  to  Jenny  faid. 

Her  carelefs  but  afflifted  maid  ; 

Put  me  to  bed  then,  wretched  Jane  ; 

Alas  !  when  fliall  I  rife  again  ? 

I  can  behold  no  mortal  now  : 

For  what's  an  eye  without  a  brow. 


ON    THE    SAME     SUBJECT, 

1  N  a  dark  corner  of  the  houfe 

Poor  Helen  fits,  and  fobs  and  cries ; 

She  will  not  fee  her  loving  fpoufe, 
Nor  her  more  dear  piCQUET-allies  : 

Unlefs  fhe  find  her  eye-brows. 
She'll  e'en  weep  out  her  eyes. 


O  N 
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O     N 

THE     SAME     SUBJECT. 

JriELEN  was  juft  flipt  into  bed: 
Her  eye-brows  on  the  toilet  lay  : 

Away  the  Kitten  with  them  fled. 
As  fees  belonging  to  her  prey. 

For  this  misfortune  carelefs  Jane, 
Aflure  yourfelf  was  loudly  rated  : 

And  madam  getting  up  again. 
With  her  own  hand  the  moufe-trap  baited. 

On  little  things,  as  fages  write, 
Depends  our  human  joy,  or  forrow: 

If  we  don't  catch  a  moufe  to-night, 
Alas  !  no  eye-brows  for  to-morrow. 


VoL.r.  X  PHIL' 
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P    H    I    L    L    I    S'S        AGE. 

J~loW  old  may  Phillis  be,  you  aflc, 
Whofe  beauty  thus  all  hearts  engages  ?' 

To  anfwer  is  no  eafy  tafk  : 
For  fhe  has  really  two  ages. 

StifF  in  brocard,  and  pinch'd  in  ftays. 
Her  patches,  paint,  and  jewels  on;. 

All  day  let  Envy  view  her  face ; 
And  Phillis  is  but  tv/enty-one. 

Paint,  patches,  jewels  laid  afide,' 

At  night  aftronomers  agree. 
The  evening  has  the  day  bely'd;' 

And  Phillis  is  feme  forty-three. 


FOR. 


M.        PRIOR. 


«95 


FORMA     B  O  N  U  M     FRAGILE. 

W  HAT  a  frail  thing  is  beauty,   fays  baro:i  Le 

Cras, 
Perceiving  his  miflrefs  had  one  eye  of  glafs  : 

And  fcarcely  had  he  fpoke  it  ; 
When  fhe  more  confus'd  as  more  angry  flie  grewj 
By  a  negligent  rage  prov'd  the  maxira  too  true: 
She  dropt  the  eye,  and  broke  it*, 


A 
CRITICAL      MOMENT. 


Ho 


VV  capricious  were  Nature  and  Art  to  poor 
Nell  ? 
She  was  painting  her  cheeks  at  the  time  her  nofe  fell. 


X  t 
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A      N 

EPIGRAM. 

WRITTEN  TO  THE  DUKE  DE  NOALLES. 


V. 


AIN  the  concern  which  you  exprefs. 
That  uncaird  Alard  will  poflefs 

Your  houfe  and  coach,  both  day  and  night.. 
And  that  Macbeth  was  haunted  lefs 

By  Banquo's  reftlefs  fpright. 

With  fifteen  thoufand  pound  a  year. 
Po  you  complain,  you  cannot  bear 

An  ill,  you  may  foon  retrieve  ? 
Good  Alard,  faith,  is  modeller 

By  much,  than  you  believe. 

Lend  him  but  fifty  louis'  d'or  ; 
And  you  Ihall  never  fee  him  more  ; 

Take  the  advice  ;   probatum  est. 
Why  do  the  gods  indulge  our  ftore, 

But  to  fecure  our  reft  i^ 


EPI- 
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EPILOGUE 

T       O 

?  H  .£  D  R  A     AND     H  I  P  P  O  L  I  T  U  S.  * 
B     y 
MR.     EDMUND     SMITH. 

SPOKEN  SV  MRS.  OLDFIELD,  WHO  ACTED 
I  S  M  E  N  A. 

Lj  a  D  I  E  S,  to-night  your  pity  J  implore 
For  one,  who  never  troubled  you  before  ; 
An  Oxford  man,   extremely  read  in  Greek, 
Who  from  Euripides  makes  Phaedra  fpeak| 

*  This  e:<ce]Ient  tragedy,  akhough  performed  by  Bet- 
terton,  Booth,  Mrs.  Barry,  and  Mrs.  Oldfield,  met  with  but 
a  very  cold  reception  from  the  publick  on  its  fii  ft  appearance. 
In  the  Speftator,  No.  18,  Mr.  Addifon  fays — "  would  one 
"  tliink  it  was  polTible  (at  a  time  when  an  author  lived 
"  tliat  WIS  able  to  write  the  Phsedra  and  Hippolitus)  for  a 
"  people  to  be  fo  ftupidiy  fond  of  the  Italian  opera,  as 
"  fcarce  to  give  a  third  day's  hearing  to  that  admirable 
"  tragedy."  The  prologue  to  it  was  written  by  Mr.  Ad- 
dison. 

X  3  And 
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And  comes  to  town  to  let  us  moderns  know. 
How  women  lov'd  two  thoufand  years  ago. 

If  that  be  all,  faid  I,  even  burn  your  play  ; 
Tgad  !  we  know  all  that,  as  well  as  they : 
Show  us  the  youthful,  handfomc  charioteer. 
Firm  in  his  feat,  and  running  his  career  ; 
Our  fouls  would  kindle  with  as  generous  flames. 
As  e'er  infpir'd  the  ancient  Grecian  Dames: 
Every  Ifmcna  v/ould  refign  her  breaft  ; 
And  every  dear  Hippolitus  be  blefl:. 

But,  as  it  is,  fix  flouncing  Flanders  mares 
Are  even  as  good,  as  any  two  of  theirs  : 
And  if  Hippolitus  can  but  contrive 
To  buy  the  gilded  chariot  :  John  can  drive. 

Now  of  the  bullle  you  have  feen  to-day. 
And  Phrcc'ra's  morals  in  this  fchoLir's  play, 
Somethinp;  at  leaft  in  jullicc  fliould  be  faid; 

But  this  Hippolitus  fo  fills  one's  head 

V/ell  !   Phsedra  liv'd  as  chaflly  as  fiie  could; 

For  ii-iC  v/as  father  Jove's  own  flefii  and  blood. 

Her  aukward  love  indeed  was  odly  fated  ; 

She  and  her  Poly  were  too  near  related  : 

And  yet  that  fcruple  had  been  laid  afide, 

If  honeft  Thefeus  had  but  fairly  died  : 

Put  when  he  came,  what  needed  he  to  know, 

But  that  all  matters  Itocd  in  jtatu  qjjo  ? 

There  v/as  no  harm,  you  fee,  or  grant  there  were : 

ghe  plight  want  condud  ;  bpt  he  v/anted  care. 

'T\va§ 
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'Twas  in  a  hufband  little  lefs  than  rude. 

Upon  his  wife's  retirement  to  intrude = 

He  fhould  have  fent  a  night  or  two  before. 

That  he  would  come  exaft  at  fuch  an  hour^ 

Then  he  had  turn'd  all  tragedy  to  jell ; 

Found  every  thing  contribute  to  his  reft ; 

The  PI CQUET -friend  difmifs'd,  the  coaft  all  clear. 

And  fpoufe  alone  impatient  for  her  dear. 

But  if  thefe  gay  refledions  come  too  late. 
To  keep  the  guilty  Phaedra  from  her  fate  ; 
If  ycmr  more  ferious  judgment  mull  condemn, 
The  dire  efFedts  of  her  unhappy  flame  : 
Yet,  ye  chafte  matrons,  and  ye  tender  fair. 
Let  love  and  innocence  engage  your  care  : 
My  fpotlefs  flames  to  your  proteftion  take  ; 
And  fpare  poor  Phxdra  for  Ifmena's  fake^ 


X  ^  E  P  I* 
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EPILOGUE 

T       O 

LUCIUS.*     A     TRAGEDY. 

B       Y 

MRS.  DE    LA   RIVIERE   MAN  LEY. 


SPOKEN      BY      MRS.      HORTON. 


T: 


H  E  female  author  who  recites  to-day, 
Trufts  to  her  fex  the  merit  of  her  play. 
Like  father  Bayes  fccurely  fhe  fits  down  : 
Pit,  box,  and  gallery,  gad  !  all's  our  own. 
In  ancient  Greece,  flie  fays,  when  Sappho  writ. 
By  their  applaufe  the  critics  fhow'd  their  wit. 
They  tun'd  their  voices  to  her  Lyric  firing ; 
Though  they  could  all  do  fomething  more  than  fing. 
But  one  exception  to  this  faft  we  find ; 
That  booby  Phaon  only  was  unkind, 
An  ill-bred  boat-man,  rou9;h  as  waves  and  wind. 


*  This  play  was  ailed  at  Drury-lane,  in  1717,  with 
fticctfs.  In  the  dedication  to  Sir  Richard  Steele,  who  wrote 
a  prologue  to  it,  the  author  apologizes  for  the  leverity   of 

he*  J'or.Tier  wiiiings  againft  him.  '* 

From 
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From  Sappho  down  through  all  fucceeding  ages. 
And  now  on  French,  or  on  Italian  ftages, 
Rough  fatyrs,  ily  remarks,  ill-natur'd  fpeeches. 
Are  alway  aim'd  at  poets  that  wear  breeches, 
Arm'd  with  Longinus,  or  with  Rapin,  no  man 
Drew  a  (harp  pen  upon  a  naked  woman. 
The  blullering  bully  in  our  neighbouring  ftreets 
Scorns  to  attack  the  female  that  he  meets : 
Fearlefs  the  petticoat  contemns  his  frowns  : 
The  hoop  fecure  whatever  it  furrounds. 
The  many-colour'd  gentry  there  above. 
By  turns  are  rul'd  by  tumult,   and  by  love  ; 
And  while  their  fweet-hearts  their  attention  fix, 
Sufpend  the  din  of  their  damn'd  clattering  Ilicks. 

Now,   Sirs 

To  you  our  author  makes  her  foft  requeft^ 
Who  fpeak  the  kindeft,  and  who  write  the  beft, 
Your  SYMPATHETIC  hearts  fhe  hopes  to  move. 
From  tender  friendfhip,  and  endearing  love. 
If  Petrarch's  Mufe  did  Laura's  wit  rehearfe  ; 
And  Cowley  flatter'd  dear  Orinda's  verfe ; 
She  hopes  from  you — Pox  take  her  hopes  and  fears: 
I  plead  her  fex's  claim  ;  what  matters  her's  ? 
By  our  full  power  of  beauty  we  think  fit. 
To  damn  the  salique  law  impos'd  on  wit : 
We'll  try  the  empire  you  fo  long  have  boafted  ; 
And  if  we  are  not  prais'd,  we  '11  not  be  toafled. 
Approve  what  one  of  us  prefents  to-night ; 
On  every  mortal  woman  here  ftiall  write  ; 

Rural 
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Rural,  pathetic,  narrative,  fublime. 

We  '11  write  to  you,  and  make  you  write  in  rhime 

Female  remarks  fliall  take  up  all  your  tim.e. 

Your  time,  poor  fouls  !  we'  11  take  your  very  money; 

Female  third  days  Ihall  come  fo  quick  upon  ye. 

As  long  as  we  have  eyes,  or  hands,  or  breath. 

We  '11  look,  or  write,  or  talk  you  all  to  death. 

Unlefs  you  yield  for  better  and  for  worfe  :  T 

Then  the  She-Pegafus  fhall  gain  the  courfe  ;  > 

And  the  grey  mare  will  prove  the  better  horfe.        3 


THE 

THIEF     AND    THE     CORDELIER, 

A 

BALLAD. 

TO     THE    TUNE    OF     KING     JOHN,      AND      THE 
ABBOT    OF     CANTiRBURV.  "* 


Wi 


H  O  has  e'er  been  at  Paris,  muft  needs  know 
the  Greve, 
The  fatal  retreat  of  th'  unfortunate  brave  : 
Where  honour  and  juftice  moft  odly  contribute. 
To  eafe  hero's  pains  by  a  halter  and  gi-bbet, 

Perry  down,  down,  hey  derry  down, 

Tliere 
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There  death  breaks  the  fliackles,    which   force  ha(l 

put  on  ; 
And  the  hangman  compleats,   what  the  judge  but 

begun  : 
There  the  'fquire  of  the  pad,  and  the  knight  of  the 

poll, 

find  their  pains  no  more  balk'd,  and  their  hopes  no, 

more  croft. 

Derry  down,  &c. 

Great  claims  are  there  made,  and  great  fecrets  are- 

known  ; 
And  the  king,  and  the  law,  and  the  thief  has  his  own  ; 
But  my  hearers  cry  out ;  what  a  deuce  doft  thou  ail? 
Cut  off  thy  refleclions  ;  and  give  us  thy  tale. 

Derry  down,  &c. 

'Twas  there  then,   in  civil  refpeft  to  harfh  laws. 
And  for  want  of  falfe  witnefs,  to  back  a  bad  caufe, 
A  Norman,  though  late,  was  obliged  to  appear : 
And  who  to  affift,   but  a  grave  Cordelier  ? 

Derry  down.  Sec. 

The  'Squire,  whofe  good  grace  v.^as  to  open  the  fcene, 
Seem'd  not  in  great  hafte,  that  the  fhow  fliould  begin: 
Now  fitted  the  halier,  now  travers'd  the  cart ; 
/^nd  oftei)  took  leave  j  but  was  loth  to  depart. 

Derry  down,  &c. 

What 
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What  frightens   you   thus,   my  good  fen  ?  fays  the 

prieit  : 
YoH  murder'd,  are  ferry,  and  have  been  confell. 

0  father!  my  forrovv  will  fcarce  fave  my  bacon: 
For  'twas  not  that  I  murder'd,  but  that  I  was  taken. 

Derry  down,  &c. 

Pugh  !   pr'ythee  never  trouble  thy  head  with  fuch 

fancies  : 
Rely  on  the  aid  you  fhall  have  from  Saint  Francis : 
If  the  money  you  promised  be  brought  to  the  ciieft, 
Ycu  have  only  to  die  :  let  the  church  do  the  reft. 

Derry  down,  &c. 

And  what  will  folks  fay,  if  they  fee  you  afraid  ; 
It  reflefts  upon  me ;  as  I  knew  not  my  trade  : 
Courage,  Friend  ;  to-day  is  your  period  of  forrow? 
And  things  will  go  better,  believe  me,  to-morrow. 

Derry  down,  $cc. 

To-morrow  ?  our  hero  reply'd  in  a  fright : 

He  that's  hang'd  before  noon,  ought  to  think  of  to- 
night. 

Tell  your  beads,  quoth   the  pricft,    and  be  fairly 
trufs'd  up. 

For  you  furely  to-night  fhall  in  Paradife  fup. 

Derry  down,   &c. 

Alas!  quoth  the  'Squire,  howe'erfuniptuous  the  treat. 
Par  BLEU,  I  ihall  have  little  flomach  to  eat ; 

1  {hould  therefore  elleem  it. great  favour  and  grace; 
Would  you  be  fo  kind,  as  to  go  in  my  place. 

Derry  down,  &C. 

Tltat 
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That  I  would,  quoth  the  father,    and  thank  you  ta 

boot ; 
But  our  aftions,  you  know,  with  our  duty  mull  fulr. 
The  feaft,   I  propos'd  to  you,  I  cannot  talte ; 
For  this  night,   by  our  order,  is  mark'd  for  a  fait, 

Derry  dov/n,  Sec 

Then  turning  about  to  the  hangman,  he  faid  ; 
Difpatch  me,  I  pr*ythee,  this  troublefome  blade: 
For  thy  cord,   and  my  cord  both  equally  tie ; 
And  we  live  by  the  gold  for  which  other  men  die, 

Derry  down,  ijc. 


A    N 
E      ?      I       T      A       P      IL 

Stet  qulcunque  volet  potens 

Aulas  cuhnine  lubricoj  iSi-'c.  Seneca. 

1  NTERR'D  beneath  this  marWe  Rosie, 
Jjie  fauntering  Jacii,  and  idle  Joan, 
While  rolling  threefcorc  years  and  one 
Did  round  this  globe  their  courfes  run; 
If  human  filings  went  ill  or  well; 
If  changing  empires  rofe  or  fell  ; 


1!hf. 
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The  morning  paft,  the  evening  came. 

And  found  this  couple  ilill  the  fame. 

They  walk'd  and  eat,  good  folks  :  what  then  f 

V/hy  then  they  walk'd  and  eat  again  : 

They  foundly  flept  the  night  away : 

They  jufl  did  nothing  all  the  day  : 

And  having  bury'd  children  four, 

Would  not  take  pains  to  try  for  more  : 

Nor  fifter  either  had,  nor  brother; 

They  feem'd  juft  tally 'd  for  each  other* 

Their  moral  and  ceconomy 
Moft  perfeftly  they  made  agree  : 
Each  virtue  kept  its  proper  bound. 
Nor  trefpafs'd  on  the  others  ground. 
Nor  fame,  nor  cenfure  they  regarded: 
They  neither  puniili'd,  nor  rewarded. 
He  car'd  not  what  the  footmen  did  : 
Her  maids  fhe  neither  prais'd,  nor  chid: 
So  every  fervant  took  his  courfe  : 
And  bad  at  firft,  they  all  grew  worfe. 
Slothful  diforder  filTd  his  liable; 
And  fluttifh  plenty  deck'd  her  table. 
Their  beer  was  ftrong ;  their  wine  was  Port : 
Their  meal  was  large  ;  their  grace  v/as  fliort. 
They  gave  the  poor  the  remnant  meat, 
Juft  when  it  grew  not  fit  to  eat. 

They  paid  the  church  and  parifh  rate  ; 
And  took,   but  read  not  the  receipt : 
For  which  they  claim  their  Sunday's  due^ 
Of  flumbering  in  an  upper  pew. 

No 


I 
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No  man's  defefts  fought  they  to  know; 
So  never  made  themfelves  a  foe. 
No  man's  good  deeds  did  they  commend  j: 
So  never  rais'd  themfelves  a  friend. 
Nor  cherifh'd  they  relations  poor  : 
That  might  decreafe  their  prefent  ilore  : 
Nor  barn  nor  houfe  did  they  repair  : 
That  might  oblige  their  future  heir. 

They  neither  added,  nor  confounded  : 
They  neither  wanted,  nor  abounded. 
Each  Chriftmas  they  accompts  did  clear^ 
And  wound  their  bottom  round  the  year.. 
Nor  tear,  nor  fmile  did  they  employ 
At  news  of  public  grief,   or  joy. 
When  bells  were  rung,  and  bonfires  made  ; 
If  alk'd,  they  never  deny'd  their  aid  : 
Their  jug  was  to  the  ringers  carry'd  ; 
Whoever  either  dy'd,  or  marry'd. 
Their  billet  at  the  fire  was  found  ; 
Whoever  was  depos'd,  or  crown 'd. 

Nor  good,  nor  bad,  nor  fools,  nor  wife  ;: 
They  would  not  learn,  nor  could  advife : 
Without  love,  hatred,  joy,  or  fear. 
They  led — a  kind  of — as  it  were  : 
jNor  wifh'd,  nor  car'd,  nor  laugh'd,  nor  cry'd  : 
And  fo  they  liv'd,  and  fo  they  dy'd. 


H  O- 
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HORACE, 

LIB.    I.       E  P  I  S  T.    IX. 

.Septimius,  Claudl,  nimirum  intelligit  unus, 
Qi^anti  me  facias  :  &c. 

IMITATED. 

TO    THE     RIGHT    HONOURABLE    MR.    HARLEY.   * 

JL/  EAR  Dick,  f  however  it  comes  Into  his  head. 
Believes  as  firmly  as  he  does  his  creed. 
That  you  and  1,  Sir,  are  extremely  great ; 
Though  I  plain  Mat,  you  minister  of  state: 
One  word  from  me,  without  all  doubt,  he  fays. 
Would  fix  his  fortune  in  fome  little  place. 
Thus  better  than  myfelf,  it  feems,  he  knows. 
How  far  my  interell  with  my  patron  goes  ? 

*  Robert  Harley,  Efq;  afterwards  Earl  of  Oxford  and 
Mortimer. 

f  This  was  Richard  Shclton,  Efq;  one  of  the  interlo- 
ciUois  in  the  poem  of  Alma,  Mr.  Prior  in  his  will  ftites 
hi™  his  dear  friend  and  companion. 

And 
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And  anfwering  all  objeftions  I  can  make. 
Still  plunges  deeper  in  his  dear  miftake. 

From  this  wild  fancy.  Sir,  there  may  proceed 
One  wilder  yet,   which  I  forefee,  and  dread  ; 
That  I,  in  fatl,  a  real  interell  have. 
Which  to  my  own  advantage  I  would  fave. 
And,  with  the  ufual  courtier's  trick,  intend 
To  ferve  myfelf,   forgetful  of  my  friend. 

To  fhun  this  cenfure,  I  all  Ihame  lay  by  ; 
And  make  my  reafon  with  his  will  comply  j 
Hoping  for  my  excufe,  'twill  be  confeft. 
That  of  two  evils  I  have  chofe  the  leart. 
So,  Sir,  with  this  epiftolary  fcroll. 
Receive  the  partner  of  my  inmoft  foul  : 
Him  you  will  find  in  letters,   and  in  laws 
Not  unexpert,  firm  to  his  country's  caufe. 
Warm  in  the  glorious  interell  you  purfue. 
And,  in  one  word,  a  good  man  and  a  true. 


Vol.  I.  Y  TO 
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T       O 

MR.  H      A      R      L      E      V 

WOUNDED       BY 

G      U      I      S      C      A      R      D.  " 

■ ab  ipfo 

Ducit  c>{)es  animuKiqiie  ferro.        HoR. 


I 


N  one  great  now,  fuperior  to  an  age. 
The  full  extremes  o£  Nature's  force  we  find 
How  heavenly  virtue  can  exalt ;  or  rage 
Infernal,  how  degrade  the  human  mind. 


*  Antoine  De  Guilcarc!  had  been  Abbot  De  Body,  near 
the  Ceveiines  in  France,  but  lH;ing  of  a  vicious  and  profli- 
gate difpofition,  he  committed  offences  which  obliged  him 
to  fly  from  his  country.  He  afterwards  entered  into  the 
army,  and  was  miide  colonel  of  a  regiment  of  horfe,  and 
lieutenant  general,  with  penilons  both  from  England  and 
Holland.  He  afterwards,  to  make  his-  peace  with  France, 
became  a  fpy  on  the  Englifli  court  ;  was  difcovered,  and 
taken  before  the  council  to  be  examineil,  when  in  a  fit  of 
madnels  and  difpuir  he  ftabbed  Mr.  H.a!li;y  with  a  pen- 
knife which  Ite  had  fecreted.  He  was  inuueJiately  fecured^ 
but  died  in  Newgate  a  few  days  after,  of  fome  wounds  he 
received  in  the  fcuftie.  A  very  particular  account  of  this 
t!anra<rtion  by  Dean  Swift  aad  Mrs.  Manley  is  printed  in- 
tlte  Supplejnent  to  the  former's  v/ork?. 

II.  While; 
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While  the  fierce  monk  docs  at  his  trial  Hand  ; 

He  chews  revenge,  abjuring  his  ©fFence  : 
Guile  in  his  tongue,  and  murder  in  his  hand, 

He  llabs  his  judge  to  prove  his  innocence. 

iir. 

The  guiity  ftroke  and  torture  of  the  fleel 

Inhx'd,  our  dauntlefs  Briton  fcarce  perceives : 

The  wounds  his  country  from  his  death  mull  feel, 
The  Patriot  views ;  for  thofe  alone  he  grieves. 

IV. 

The  barbarous  rage  that  durll  attempt  thy  life, 
Harley,  great  ccunfellor,  extends  thy  fame  : 

And  the  (harp  point  of  cruel  Guifcard's  knife. 
In  brafs  and  marble  carves  thy  deathlefs  name. 

V. 

Faithful  aflcrtor  of  thy  country's  caufe, 

Britain  with  tears  fliall  bathe  thy  glorious  wound  : 

She  for  thy  fafety  fhall  enlarge  her  laws  ; 

And  in  her  ftatutes  fhall  thy  worth  be  found, 

VI. 
Yet  'midil  her  fighs  fhe  triumphs,  on  the  hand 

Reflecting,   that  diftus'd  the  publick  v/oe  ; 

A  ftranger  to  her  altars,  and  her  land  : 

No  fon  of  her's  could  medita.te  this  blow. 

VII . 
Mean  time  thy  pain  is  gracious  Anna's  care: 

Our  queen,  our  faint,  with  facrilicing  breath 

Softens  thy  anguilb  :  in  her  powerful  prayer 

She  pleads  thy  fcrvice,  and  forbids  tliy  death. 

Y   2  VIII.   Great 
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Great  as  thou  art,  thou  canll  demand  no  more, 
O  breaft  bewail'd  by  earth,  preferv'd  by  heaven  I 

No  higher  can  afpiring  virtue  foar  : 

Enough  to  thee  of  grief,,  and  fame  is  given. 


A       N 

EXTEP4PORE     INVITATION 

TO         THE 

EARL       OF       OXFORD, 

LORD    HIGH   TREASURER,     MDCCXII. 


o 


M    Y      LOR    D, 

U  R  weekly  Friends  to-morrow  meet 
At  Matthew's  palace,   in  Duke-llreet, 
To  try  for  once,   if  they  can  dine 
On  bacon-ham,    and  mutton-chine  : 
If  weary'd  with  the  great  affairs. 
Which  Britain  trufts  to  Harley's  carej. 
Thou,  humble  ftatefman,  may'll  defcend. 
Thy  mind  one  moment  to  unbend  ; 
To  fee  thy  fervant  from  his  foul 
Crown  with  thy  health  the  fprightly  bowl 
Among  the  gueJls,   which  e'er  my  houfc 
Receiv'd,  it  never  can  produce 

Of  honour  a  more  glorious  proof 

Though  Dorfct  us'd  to  blefs  the  roof. 


ERLE 
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S  R  L  E     ROBERT'S     MICE. 

I        N 

CHAUCER'S       STYLE. 


WAY  mice,  full  blythe  and  amicable. 
Batten  befide  Erie  Robert's  table, 
liies  there  ne  trap  their  necks  to  catch, 
Ne  old  black  cat  their  fceps  to  watch. 
Their  fill  they  eat  of  fowl  and  fifh  ; 
iFeaft  lyche  as  heart  of  moufe  mote  wilh. 

As  guefts  fat  jovial  at  the  board. 
Forth  leap'd  our  mice  :  eftfoons  the  lord 
Of  Boling,    \\hilome  John  the  Saint, 
Who  maketh  oft  propos  full  queint, 
Laugh'd  jocund^   and  aloud  he  cry'd. 
To  Matthew  feated  on  t'  oth'  fide  ; 
To  thee,  lean  bard,  it  doth  partain 
To  underftand  ihefe  creatures  tweine. 
Come  frame  us  now  fome  clean  device. 
Or  playfant  rhime  on  yonder  mice.: 

y  3  Thej 


314  POEMS         OF 

They  feem,   God  fhield  mc,   Mat.  and  Charles, 

Bad  as  Sir  Topaz,  or  fquire  Quarles  f 

(Matthew  did  fcr  the  nonce  reply) 

At  emblem,  or  device  am  I  : 

But  could  I  chaunt,  or  rhyme,  pardie. 

Clear  as  Dan  Chaucer,  or  as  thee  : 

Ne  verfe  from  me  (fo  God  mc  fhrive) 

On  moufe,  or  other  beaft  alive. 

Certes,  I  have  thefe  many  days 

Sent  myne  poetic  herd  to  graze, 

Ne  armed  knight  ydrad  in  war 

With  lycn  fierce  will  I  compare  : 

Ne  judge  unjuft,  with  furred  i'ox. 

Harming  in  fecret  guife  the  flocks  ; 

Ne  priell  unworth  of  goddefs  coat, 

I'o  fwlne  ydrunk,  or  filthy  lloat. 

Elk  fimilc  farewell  for  ayo, 

From,  elephant,  I  trow,   to  flea. 

Reply'd  the  friendlike  peer,  I  wcene. 
Matthew  is  angred  on  the  fpleen. 
Ne  fo,  quoth  Mat,  ne  fliali  be  e'er. 
With  wit  that  falleth  all  fo  fair : 
Eftfoons,  well  weet  ye,    mine  intent 
Boweth  to  your  con-.rriaundement. 
If  by  thefe  creatures  ye  have  feen, 
Pourtraved  Charles  and  Matthew  been, 
Eehoveth  neet  to  wreck  my  brain, 
The  reft  in  order  to  explain. 

♦  Charles  Mountague,  Earl  of  Halifax, 
•\  Francis  Quarles, 


That 
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That  cup-board,  where  the  mice  difport, 
I  liken  to  St.  *  Stephen's  Court ; 
Therein  is  fpace  enough,  I  trow. 
For  elke  comrade  to  come  and  goe  ; 
And  therein  eke  may  both  be  fed 
With  fliivcr  of  the  whcaten  bread. 
And  whom,  as  thefc  mine  eyen  furvey. 
They  ceafe  10  ikip,  and  fqueak  and  play; 
Return  they  may  to  different  cells. 
Auditing  one,  vvhilll  t'other  tells. 

Dear  Robert,  quoth  the  Saint,  vvhofe  mind. 
In  bounteous  deed  no  mean  can  bind; 
Now  as  I  hope  to  grow  devout, 
J  deem  this  matter  well  made  out. 
Laugh  I,  whilft  thus  I  ferious  pray  ?  1 

Let  that  be  wrought  which  Mat.  doth  fay  :  t 

Yea,  ^uoth  the  F. rle,  but  not  to-day.  J 

*  Exchequer. 


y  4  IN 
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"-— ijimijBgg 


IN     THE     SAME     STILE, 

V  ULL  oft  doth  Mat.  with  Topaz  dine, 
Eateth  baked  meats,  drinketh  Greek  wine  ; 
Eut  Topaz  his  own  werke  rehearfeth; 
And  Mat.  mote  praife  what  Topaz  verfeth. 
Now  fure  as  prieft  did  e'er  flirive  finner, 
Full  hardly  earneth  Mat.  his  dinner. 


IN    THE     SAME     S  T  I  L  K, 

1    AIR  Sufan  did  her  wif-hcde  well  menteine: 

Algates  affaulted  fore  by  Letchours  tweine  : 
Now,  and  I  read  aright  that  auncient  fong, 
Did  were  the  paramours,  the  dame  full  yong. 

Had  thilke  fame  tale  in  other  guife  been  tolde  ; 
Had  they  been  young  (paj-die)  and  fhe  been  olde  : 
That,  by  St.  Kit,  had  wrought  much  forer  tryal  ; 
Full  merveillous,  I  wote,  were  fwilk  denyal. 
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A 

FLOWER 

PAINTED     BY 

SIMON     VERELST*. 

W  HEN  famed   Verelst    this    little   wonder 
drew  ; 
Flora  vouchfaf 'd  the  growing  work  to  view  : 

*  Simon  Verelft,  a  Flemifli  painter,  born  at  Antwerp. 
He  fettled  in  England,  and  became  very  celebrated  for 
painting  ftuits  and  flowers,  and  received  greater  fums  for 
his  performances  than  had  ever  been  paid  before  for  the 
like  kind  in  London.  Mr.  Pilkington  fays,  "  as  to  his 
*'  flower  and  fruit  fubjefts,  he  handled  them  in  a  charm- 
"  ing  manner,  and  gave  them  force  and  relief  by  a  judi- 
*'  cious  managem.ent  of  the  chiaro  fcuro.  He  painted  his 
*'  objeiSls  with  great  truth  and  refemblance  of  nature,  and 
"  his  colouring  was  frefli,  but  as  to  his  portraits  they 
*♦  were  not  much  to  liis  honour,  though  he  fini/lied  thent 
*'  as  highly  as  he  did  his  flowers,  which  he  always  took. 
**  care  to  introduce  in  every  portrait."  He  died  1 710,  aged 
46.  See  FiLKiNGTON's  Dictionary  of  Paii'Iters, 
p.  667. 

Finding 
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Finding  the  painter's  fcience  at  a  Hand, 
The  goddefs  fnatch'd  the  pencil  from  his  handj 
And  finifliing  the  piece,   l"he  fmiling  faid  : 
Behold  one  work  of  mine,  that  ne'er  fhall  fade. 


TO       THE 

LADY   ELIZABETH  HARLEY, 

SINCE 

MARCHIONESS  OF  CARMARTHEN, 

O    N       A 

COLUMN  OF  HER  DRAWING 

W  HEN  future  ages  (hall  with  wonder  view 

Thefe  glorious  lines,  which  Harley's  daugh- 
ter drew ; 
They  fhall  confefs,  that  Britain  could  not  raife 
A  fairer  column  to  the  father's  praife. 

PRO- 
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PROTOGENES 


AND 


A    P    E    L    L     E    S. 


'V    HEN  poets  wrote,  and  painters  drew. 


\\ 

As  nature  pointed  out  the  view  : 
Ere  Gothic  forms  were  i;no\vn  in  Greece, 
To  fpoil  the  well-proportion'd  Piece  : 
And  in  our  vcrfe  ere  Monkifh  rhimes 
Had  jangi'd  their  fantaltick  chimes  : 
Ere  on  the  flowery  lands  of  Rhodes 
Thofc  knights  had  fix'd  their  dull  abodes. 
Who  knew  not  much  to  paint  or  write, 
Nor  car'd  to  pray,  nor  dar'd  to  fight : 
Protogenes,  hiitorians  note, 
Liv'd  there,   a  burgefs  fcot  and  lot ; 
And,   as  old  Pliny's  *  writings  fl\ow, 
Apelles  did  the  iarnc  at  Co. 

*  See  C.  Plinii,  Nat.  Hill,  lib.  xxxv.  cap.  :<.  vul.  iii. 
p.  181.  ed.  1669. 

Agreed 
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Agreed  thefe  points  of  time  and  place, 
Proceed  \vc  in  the  prcfent  cafe. 

Picqu'd  by  Protogenes's  fame, 
From  Co  to  Rhodes  Apcllcs  came  j 
To  fee  a  rival  and  a  friend, 
Prepar'd  to  cenfure,  or  commend. 
Here  to  abfolve,   and  there  objeft. 
As  art  with  candour  might  direft. 
He  fails,   he  lands,  he  comes,  he  rings  : 
His  fervants  follow  with  the  things  : 
Appears  the  governante  of  th'  houfe  : 
For  fuch  in  Greece  were  much  in  ufe; 
If  young  or  handfome,  yea  or  no. 
Concerns  not  me,  or  thee  to  know. 

Does  'fquire  Protogenes  live  here  ? 
Yes,  fir,  fays  Ihe,  v/ith  gracious  air. 
And  court'fey  low  ;  but  juft;  call'd  out 
Bv  lords  peculiarly  devout ; 
Who  came  on  purpofe,  fir,  to  borrow 
Our  Venus,  for  the  feaft  to-morrow. 
To  grace  t^e  church  :  'tis  Venus'  day  : 
I  hope,  fir,  you  intend  to  flay. 
To  fee  our  Venus  :  'tis  the  piece 
The  mofl;  renown'd  throughout  all  Greece, 
So  like  the  original,  they  fay: 
But  I  have  no  great  Ikill  that  way. 
But,  fir,  at  fix  ('tis  now  pad  three) 
Dromo  muft  make  my  mailer's  tea. : 

At 
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At  fix,  fir,  if  you  pleafe  to  come. 
You'll  find  my  mafter,  fir,  at  home. 

Tea,  fays  a  critic,  big  with  laughter. 
Was  found  fame  twenty  ages  after  ; 
Authors,  before  they  write,  fhould  read. 
'Tis  very  true  ;    but  we'll  proceed. 

And,  fir,  at  prefent  would  you  pleafe 

To  leave  your  name Fair  maiden,  yes. 

Reach  me  that  board.     No  fooner  fpoke 

But  done.     With  one  judicious  ftroke. 

On  the  plain  ground  Apelles  drew 

A  circle  regularly  true ; 

And  will  you  pleafe,  fweet-heart,  faid  he_. 

To  fhew  your  mafter  this  from  me  ? 

By  it  he  prefently  will  know. 

How  painters  write  their  names  at  Co. 

He  gave  the  pannel  to  the  maid. 
Smiling  and  court'fing,  fir,    fhe  faid, 
I  fhall  not  fail  to  tell  my  mailer  : 
And,  fir,  for  fear  of  all  difafter, 
I  '11  keep  it  my  ownfelf :    fafe  bind, 
Savs  the  old  proverb,  and  fafe  find. 

So,  fir,  as  fure  as  key  or  lock 

Your  fervant,  fir— at  fix  a  clock. 

Again  at  fix  Apelles  came  ; 
Found  the  fame  prating  civil  dame. 
Sir,  that  my  mafter  has  been  here. 
Will  by  the  board  itfelf  appear. 

If 
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If  from  the  perfeft  line  he  found. 
He  has  prefum'J  to  fwell  the  round. 
Or  colours  on  the  draught  to  lay  ; 
'Tis  thus  (he  ordered  me  to  fay) 
Thus  write  the  painters  of  this  ifle  : 
Let  thofe  of  Co  remark  the  ftile. 

She  faid  :  and  to  his  hand  rellor'd 
The  rival  pledge,   the  miflive  board. 
Upon  the  happy  line  were  laid 
Such  obvious  light,  and  eafy  (hade  ; 
That  Paris'  apple  ftood  confeil. 
Or  Leda's  egg,  or  Cloe's  breaft. 

Apelles  view'd  the  finifli'd  piece  : 
And  live,  faid  he,  the  arts  of  Greece  ! 
How  e'er  Protogenes  and  I 
May  in  our  rival  talents  vie  ; 
How  e'er  our  works  may  have  exprefb'd 
Who  trueft  drew,  or  colour'd  beft  ; 
When  he  beheld  my  flowing  line  ; 
He  found  at  leall  I  could  defign  : 
And  from  his  artful  round,   I  grant. 
That  he  with  perfedl  ilull  can  paint. 

^]'he  dullcll  genius  cannot  fail 
To  find  the  moral  of  my  tale  : 
That  the  dillinguidi'd  part  of  men. 
With  compaf^,  pencil,  fword,  or  pen. 
Should  in  life's  vifit  leave  their  name. 
In  characters,  which  may  proclaim. 


That 
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Tluit  tkey  with  ardour  flrove  to  raife 

At  once  their  arts,  and  country's  praiie  f 

And  in  their  working  took  great  care. 

That  all  was  full,  and  round,  and  fair.  ' 


DEMOCRITUS 


H     E     R     A     C     L     I     T     U     S, 

UeMOCRITUS,  dear  droll,  revifit  earthy 
And  with  our  follies  glut  thy  heighten'd  rairth  : 
Sad  Heraclitus,  ferious  wretch,  return. 
In  louder  grief  our  greater  crimes  to  mourn. 
Between  you  both  I  unconcern'd  Hand  by  : 
Hurt,  can.  I  laugh  ?    and  honefl,    need  I  cry  ? 


r  o  R 
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FOR      MY      OWN 


TOMB         STONE. 


T 


O  me  'twas  giv'ii  to  die :  to  thee  'tis  given 
To  live  :  alas  !  one  moment  fets  us  even. 
Mark  !  how  impartial  is  the  will  of  Heaven  ? 


♦GUALTERUS    DANISTONUS 

AD        AMICOS.  1 

iy  U  M  ftudeo  fungi  fallentis  munere  vitce, 

Adfe^'lorjue  viam  fedibus  Elyfiis, 
Arftoa  florens  Sophia,  Samiifque  fuperbus 

Difcipulis,  animas  morte  carere  cano. 

Has 

•  Tliefe  verfes  were  written  by  Dr.  Archibald  Pitcairne, 
a  celebrated  Scotch  phyfician,  who  died  in  the  year  1713. 

Walter 
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Has  ego  corporibus  profugas  ad  ildera  mltto; 

Sideraque  ingreflis  otia  blanda  dico  ; 
Qualla  conveniunt  divis,  quels  fata  volebant 

Vital  faclles  mol liter  Ire  vias  : 
Vinaque  Ccellcolls  media  inter  gaudla,  libo  ; 

Et  me  quid  majus   fufpkor  efle  vlro. 
Sed  fuerlnt  null!  forfan,  quos  fpondeo,  coeli  ; 

NuUaque  fint  Dltis  numina,   nulla  Jovis: 
Fabula  fit  terris  agltur  quae  vita  relidis ; 

Quique  fuperftes,  homo  ;  qui  nihil,  efto  Dcus. 
Attamen  effe  hllares,  &  inanes  mittere  curas 

Proderit,  ac  vitas  commoditate  frui, 
Et  feflos  agitafle  dies,  aivique  fugacis 

Tempera  perpetuis  detinuifl'e  jocis. 

Walter  Danifton  was  a  fchoolniafter  and  Latin  poet,  vtry 
intimate  with  the  author.  The  title,  as  given  by  Mr. 
Piior,  is  here  retained,  although  in  Dr.  Pitc?.me's  woiks, 
printed  at  Edinburgh,  1727,  it  is  iiuirely  different,  as  are 
the  firft  fyir  lines  of  the  poem.  It  does  not  with  certainty 
appear  whether  the  aherations  were  made  by  tiie  author,  or 
by  his  imitator.  In  the  before-mentioned  edition  tlte  poem 
b^'gins  in  this  manner  : 

Jo  AN  Nis  Syl  VII  defeipfo  carmen. 
Dum  brevis  adnitormonientum  fallere  vits, 

Et  fomni  aeterni  non  nimis  efie  memorj 
Demonftro  qnse  fit  Sophia;  natura,  quis  hofpes 

Pecloris  5   arqiie  animas  j  ofTe  perire  nego. 
Vol.  i.  Z  His 
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His  me  parentum  prseceptis  occupet  Orcus, 
Et  Mors ;  feu  Divum,  feu  nihil  efle  velit ; 

Nam  Sophia  ars  ilia  ed,  qus  fallere  fuaviter  liorss 
Admonet,  atque  Orci  non  timuiiTe  minas. 


IMITATED. 


S 


TUDIOUS  the  bufy  moments  to  deceive. 

That  fleet  between  the  cradle  and  the  grave, 

I  credit  what  the  Grecian  diflates  fay, 

And  Samian  founds  o'er  Scotia's  hills  convey. 

When  mortal  n^nn  refigns  his  tranfient  breath. 

The  body  only!  give  o'er  to  death  ; 

The  parts  diflblv'd,  and  broken  frame  I  mourn  : 

What  came  from  earth,  I  fee  to  earth  return, 

♦if 
The  immaterial  part,  the  stthereal  foul, 

Nor'can  change  vanquiili,  nor  can  death  controuL 
Glad  I  releafe  it  from  its  partner's  cares  j 
And  bid  good  angels  waft  it  to  the  liars. 
Then  in  the  flov/ing  bowl  I  drown  thofe  fighs,. 
Which,  fpight  of  v/ifdom,  from  our  weaknefs  rife. 
The  draught  to  the  dead's  memory  I  commend. 
And  offer  to  the  now  immortal  friend. 

Bus 
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Sut  if  oppos'd  to  what  my  thoughts  approvs, 
Nor  Pluto's  rage  there  be,  nor  power  of  Jove  ; 
On  its  dark  fide  if  thou  the  profpeft  take  ; 
Grant  all  forgot  beyond  black  Lethe's  lake  : 
In  total  death  fuppofe  the  mortal  lie, 
•No  new  hereafter,  nor  a  future  (ky  : 
Yet  bear  thy  lot  content  !  yet  ceafe  to  grieve : 
Why,  ere  death  comes,  doft  thou  forbear  to  live  ? 
The  little  time  thou  haft,   'twixt  inftant  now 
And  fate's  approach,  is  all  the  gods  allow  : 
And  of  this  little  haft  thou  ought  to  fpare 
To  fad  refledlion,  and  corroding  care  ? 
The  moments  paft,  if  thou  art  v/ife,  retrieve 
With  pleafant  memory  of  the  blifs  they  gave. 
The  pleafant  hours  in  prefent  mirth  employ. 
And  bribe  the  future  with  the  hopes  of  joy. 
The  future  (few  or  more,  howe'er  they  be) 
Were  deftin'd  erft- ;  nor  can  by  fate's  decree 
Be  now  cut  off,   betwixt  the  grave  and  thee. 


THE 
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THE 

FIRST     HYMN 

O      F 

C    A    L    L    1     M     A     C     H    U    & 

T       O 

JUPITER. 

W  HILE  we  to  Jove  felea  the  holy  viaim. 

Whom  apter  iliall  we  fing,  than  Jove  himfelf. 

The  God  for  ever  great,  for  ever  king  ; 

Who  flew  the  earth-born  race,  and  meafures  right 

To  Heaven's  great  habitan^ts  r  Didlaean  hear'll  thou 

More  joyful,  or  Lycxan,  long  difpute 

And  various  thought  has  trac'd.  On  Ida's  Mount, 

Or  Didle,  lliidious  of  his  country's  praife. 

The  Cretan  boails  thy  natal  place  :   but  oft 

He  meets  reproof  deferv'd  :  for  he  prefumptuous 

Has  b-uilt  a  tomb  for  thee,  who  never  know'ft 

T© 
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To  die,  but  liv'fl  the  fame  to-day  and  ever. 
Arcadian  therefore  be  thy  birth  :  Great  Rhea 
Pregnant  to  high  Parrhafia's  cliffs  retir'd. 
And  wild  Lyca;us,  black  wiih  fhading  pines  : 
Holy  retreat  !   Sithence  jio  female  hither, 
•Confcious  of  focial  love  and  nature's  rites, 
Muft  dare  approach,  from  the  inferior  reptile 
To  woman,   form  divine.     There  the  bleft  parent 
Ungirt  her  fpacious  bofom,   and  difcliarg'd 
The  ponderous  birth  :    fhe  fought  a  neighbourin-g 

fpring 
To  wafli  the  recent  babe  :  m  vain  :   Arcadia, 
(However  ftreamy)  now  aduftand  dry. 
Deny'd  the  goddefs  water ;  where  deep  Melas, 
And  rocky  Gratis  flow,  the  chariot  fmoak'd, 
Obfcure  with  rifing  duU  :    the  thirfty  traveiler 
In  vain  requir'd  the  cirrrent,  then  imprifon'd 
In  fubterraneous  caverns :   forefts  grew 
Upon  the  barren  ho'Iows,  high  o'erfhading 
The  haunts  of  favage  beafts,  where  now  laon. 
And  Erimanth  incline  their  friendly  urns. 

Thou  too,  O  Earth,  great' Rhea  faid,  bring  forth i 
And  fhort  fliall  be  thy  pangs.     She  faid  ;    and  high 
•She  rear'd  her  arm,    and  with  her  fccptre  ftruck 
The  yawning  cliff:   from  its  difparted  height 
Adown  the  mount  the  gufhing  torrent  ran, 
And  chear'd  the  vallies  :   there  the  heavenly  mother 
Z  s  Bath'd, 
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Bath'd,  mighty  king,  thy  tender  limbs :   (he  wrapt 

them 
In  purple  bands :    fhe  gave  the  precious  pledge 
To  prudent  Neda,  cliarging  her  to  guard  thee. 
Careful  and  fecret :    Neda,  of  the  nymphs 
That  tended  the  great  birth,  next  Philyre 
And  Styx,  the  eldeft.    Smiling,  flie  receiv'd  thee, 
And  confcious  of  the  grace,  abfolv'd  her  truil  : 
Not  unrewarded  ;  fmce  the  river  bore 
The  favourite  virgin's  name  ;   fair  Neda  rowls 
By  Lerpion's  ancient  walls,    a  fruitful  flream. 
Fall  by  her  flowery  banks  the  fons  of  Areas, 
Favourites  of  Heaven,  with  happy  care  proteft 
Their  fleecy  charge;  and  joyous  drink  her  wave. 

Thee,    God,    to   CnoflTus    Neda    brought  :     the 
nymphs 
And  Corybantes  thee  their  facred  charge 
Receiv'd  :  Adrafte  rock'd  thy  golden  cradle  : 
The  goat,  now  bright  a.midfl:  her  fellow  liars. 
Kind  Amalthea,  reach'd  her  teat  diftent 
With  milk,  thy  early  food  :  the  fedulous  bee 
Diftiird  her  honey  on  thy  purple  lips. 

Around,  the  fierce  Curetes  (order  folemn 
To  thy  foreknowing  mother!)  trod  tumultuous 
Their   myftic   dance,  and   chang'd   their  founding 

arms ; 
Jnduflrious  with  the  warlike  din  to  quell 
Thy  infant  cries  and  mock  the  ear  of  Saturn, 

Swift 
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SwIFt  growth  and  wonderous  grace,  O  heavenly  Jove, 
Waited  thy  blooming  years :  inventive  wit. 
And  perfetl  judgment  crown'd  thy  youthful  a6^''' 
'That  Saturn's  fons  receiv'd  the  three-fold  emprre 
Of  Heaven,  of  ocean,  and  deep  hell  beneath. 
As  the  dark  urn  and  cliance  of  lot  determin'd. 
Old  poets  mention,  fabling.     Things  of  moment 
Well  nigh  equivalent  and  neighbouring  value 
By  lot  are  parted  :  but  high  Heaven,  thy  fhare. 
In  equal  balance  laid  'gainft  fea  or  hell. 
Flings  up  the  adverfe  fcale,  and  fhuns  proportion. 
Wherefore  not  chance,    but  power,    above  thy  bre- 
thren 
.Exalted  thee,  their  king.     When  thy  great  will 
•Commands  thy  chariot  forth  ;    impetuous  llrength. 
And  fiery  fwiftnefs  wing  tlie  rapid  wheels, 
Inceflant;  high  the  eagle  flies  before  chee. 
And  oh  !  as  I  and  mine  confult  thy  augur. 
Grant  the  glad  omen  ;  let  thy  favourite  rife 
Propitious,  ever  foaring  from  the  right. 

Thou  to  the  leffer  Gods  haft  well  affign'd 
Their  proper  fhares  of  power  :  thy  own,  great  Jove, 
Eoundlefs  and  univerfal.     Thofe  who  labour 
The  fweaty  forge,  who  edge  the  crooked  fcythe. 
Bend  ftubborn  ftcel,   and  harden  gleening  armour. 
Acknowledge  Vulcan's  aid.     The  early  hunter 
Blefles  Diana's  hand  ;   who  leads  him  fafe 
O'er  hanging  cliffs  ;   who  fpreads  his  net  fuccefsful, 
Z  4  And 
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And  guides  the  arrow  through  the  panther's  heart. 
The  foldier  from  fuccefsful  camps  returning 
With  laurel  wreath'd,  and  rich  with  hoftile  fpoil, 
Sev*!^":  the  bull  to  Mars.     The  fkilful  bard, 
Striking  the  Thracian  harp,  invokes  "Apollo, 
To  make  his  hero  and  himfelf  immortal. 
Thofe,  mighty  Jove,  mean  time,  thy  glorious  care, 
Who  model  nations,  publiih  laws,  announce 
Or  life  or  death,  and  found  or  change  the  empire. 
Man  owns  the  power  of  kings ;    and  kings  of  Jove. 

And,  as  their  aftions  tend  fubordinate 
To  what  thy  will  defigns,  thou  giy'ft  the  means 
Proportion 'd  to  the  work  ;    thou  fee'fl  impartial, 
Hov/  they  thofe  means  imploy.   Each  monarch  rules 
His  difterent  realm,  accountable  to  thee. 
Great  Ruler  of  the  world  :  Thefe  only  have 
To  fpeak-^nd  be  obey'd  ;  to  thofe  are  given 
Afiiftant  days  to  ripen  the  defign  ; 
To  fome  whole  months;    revolving  years  to  fome: 
Others,  ill-fated  are  condemn'd  to  toil 
Their  tedious  life,  and  mourn  their  purpofe  blafted 
With  fruitlefs  g.61:,  and  impotence  of  council. 

Hail  !  greatcft  fon  of  Saturn,  wife  difpofer 
Of  every  good  :    thy  praife  what  man  yet  born 
Has  fung  ?  or  who  that  may  be  born  ihall  fing  ? 
Again,    and  often  hail  !    indulge  our  prayer. 
Great  father  !  grant  us  virtue,  grant  us  wealth  : 
Fof  without  virtue,  wealth  to  man  avails  not; 

And 
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And  virtue  without  wealth  exerts  lefs  power. 
And  lefs  diiFufes  good.     Then  grant  us,  gracious. 
Virtue  and  wealth  ;  for  both  arc  of  thy  gift. 


THE 

SECOND     HYIMN 

O       F 

CALLIMACHUS 

T       O 

APOLLO. 

-tx  AH  !  how  the  laurel,  great  Apollo's  tree. 

And  all  the  cavern  ftiakes !  far  off,  far  off. 

The  man  that  is  unhallow'd :  for  the  God, 

The  God  approaches.    Hark  !  he  knocks;  the  gates 

Feel  the  glad  impulfe:  and  the  fever'd  bars 

Submiflive  clink  againft  their  brazen  portals. 

Why  do  the  Delian  palms  incline  their  bouglu. 

Self 
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Self-mov'd  :     and  hovering    fwans,    their   throats 

releas'd. 
From  native  filence,  carol  founds  Harmon  ion  ■?? 

Begin,  young  men,  the  hymn  :   let  all  your  harps 
Break  their  inglorious  filence;  and  the  dance, 
In  my  flic  numbers  trod,  explain  the  mufic. 
But  firll  by  ardent  prayer,  and  clear  luilration 
Purge  the  contagious  fpots  of  human  wcaknefs: 
Impure  no  mortal  can  behold  Apollo, 
So  may  ye  flourifti  favour'd  by  the  God, 
In  youth  v-/ich  happy  nuptials,  and  in  age 
With  filver  hairs,  and  fair  defcent  of  children  ;     - 
-So  lay  foundations  for  afpiring  cities, 
And  blefs  your  fpreading  colonies'  increafe. 

Pay  facred  reverence  to  Apollo's  fong; 
Left  wrathful  the  far-lhooting  God  emit 
His  fatal  arrows.     Silent  Nature  frauds; 
And  feas  fubfide,  obedient  to  the  found 
Of  16,  16  Peak  !  nor  dares  Thetis 
Longer  bewail  her  lov'd  Achilles'  death  :  ^ 

For  Phoebus  was  his  foe.     'Nor  muft  fad  Niobe 
In  fruitlefs  forrow  perfevere,    or  weep 
Ev'n  through  the  Phrygian  marble.     Haplefs  mo- 
ther ! 
Whofe    fondnefs   could    compare   her    mortal    ofF- 

fpring 
To  thofe  which  fair  Latona  bore  to  Jove. 
Jjb !  again  repeat  ye,  I .-  Pean  ] 

Againft 
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Agalnft  the  deity  'tis  hard  to  ftrive. 
He  that  refills  the  power  of  Ptolemy, 
Refifts    the     power   of  heaven,     for    power    from 

heaven 
Derives;  and  rr.onarchs  rule  by  Gods  appointed. 

Recite  Apollo's  praife,   till  night  drav/3  on. 
The  ditty  ftill  unfinilli'd  ;  and  the  day 
Unequal  to  the  godhead's  attributes 
Various,  and  matter  copious  of  your  fongs. 

Sublime  at  Jove's  right  hand  Apollo  fits. 
And  thence  dillributes  honour,  gra:ious  king. 
And  theme  of  verfe  perpetual.     From  his  robe 
Flows  light  ineffable  :    his  harp,  his  quiver. 
And  Liftian  bow  are  gold  :   with  golden  fandals 
His  feet  are  fhod;  how  rich  !  how  beautiful  ! 
Eeneath  his  fteps  the  yellow  mineral  rifes  ; 
And  earth  reveals  her  treafures.     Youth  and  beauty 
Eternal  deck  his  cheek;  from  his  fair  head 
Perfumes  diftil  their  fvveets;  and  chearful  Health, 
J-Iis  dutious  handmaid,  through  the  air  improved. 
With  lavifli  hand  diffufes  fceats  ambrofial. 

The   fpear-man's   arm  by  thee,    great  God,    di- 
redled. 
Sends  forth  a  certain  wound.     The  laurel'd  bard, 
Infpir'd  by  thee,  compofes  verfe  immortal. 
Taught  by  thy  art  divine,   the  fage  phyfician 
pludcs  the  urn;  and  chains,  or  exiles  death. 


The 
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Thee,  Nomian  we  adore;  for  that  from  Heaven 
Defcending,  thou  on  fair  Amphryfus'  banks 
Didil  guard  Admetus's  herds.     Sithence  the  cow 
Produc'd  an  ampler  rtore  of  milk;  the  fhe-goat 
Not  without  pain  dragg'd  her  dillended  udder; 
And  ewes,  that  eril  brought  forth  but  fingle  lambs. 
Now  dropp'd    their   two-fold    burthens.     Bleil  the 

cattle, 
On  which  Apollo  call  his  favouring;  eye  1 
But,  Phoebus,  thou  to  man  beneficent, 
Dclight'il  in  building  cities.     Bright  Diana, 
Kind  filler  to  thy  infant-deity 
New-wean'd,  and  jull  arifing  from  the  cradle. 
Brought   hunted  wild  ^oats  keads,  and  branching 

antlers 
Of  Stags,  the  fruit  ;uid  honor  of  her  toil. 
Thefe  with  difcerning  hand  thou  knew'll  to  range, 
(Young  as  thou  wall)  and  in  the  well-fram'd  models, 
With  emblematic  Ikill,  and  myllic  order. 
Thou  fhew'dll,    where  towers  or  battlements  fhould 

rife; 
Where   gates   fhould    open  ;  or  where  walls  fhould 

compafs : 
While  from  thy  childifh  paftimcman  received, 
The  future  ilrength,  and  ornament  of  nations. 

Battus,  our  great  progenitor,  now  touch'd 
The  Lityan  llrand  ;  when  the  foreboding  crow 
riew  on  the  right  before  the  people,  m.arking 
The  ccuntr)-  deilin'd  the  aufpicious  fezt 

Of 
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Of  future  kings,  and  favour  of  tlie  Goif, 
Whofe  oath  is  fure,  aad  promife  ftands  eternal. 

Or  Boedromian  hear'll  thou  pleas'd,  or  Clarian, 
Phorbus,  great  king?  for  different  are  thy  names. 
As  thy  kind  hand  has  founded  many  cities, 
Or  dealt  benign  thy  various  gifts  to  man. 
Carnean  let  me  call  thee  !   for  my  country 
Calls  thee  Carnean  :   the  fair  colony 
Thrice  by  thy  gracious  guidance  was  tranfported. 
Ere  fettl'd  in  Cyrene ;  there  w'  appointed 
Thy  annual  feafts,  kind  God,  and  blefs  thy  altars 
Smoaking  with  hecatombs  of  llaughter'd  bulls; 
As  Carnus,  thy  high-priefl  and  favour'd  fi-iend. 
Had  erft  erdain'd  ;  and  with  myllerious  rites. 
Our  great  forefathers  taught  their  fons  to  worfliip, 
lo  Carnean  Phoebus!  15  Pean  ! 

The  yellow  crocus  there,  and  fair  narciffus 
Referve  the  honours  of  the  winter-ftore. 
To  deck  thy  temple;  'till  returning  fpring 
DifTufes  nature's  various  pride  ;  and  flowers 
Innumerable,  by  the  foft  fouth-well 
Open'd;  and  gather'd  by  religious  hands. 
Rebound  their  fweets  from  th'  odoriferous  pavement. 
Perpetual  fires  fhine  hallov.'M  on  thy  altars. 
When  annual  the  Carnean  feaft  is  held : 
The  warlike  Libyans  clad  in  armour,  lead 
The  dance  ;  with  clanging  fwords  and  Ihlelds  they 
beat 

Tlie 
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The  dreaJruI  meafure  :  in  the  chorus  join 
Their  women,  brown  but  beautiful:   fuch  rites 
To  tnee  well  pleafing.     I-forhad  yet  thy  votaries. 
From  Greece  tranfplanted,  touch'd  Gyrene's  banks. 
And  lands  determin'd  for  their  lall  abodes; 
But  wander'd  through  Azilis'  horrid  forefl 
Difpers'd ;  when  from  Myrtufa's  craggy  brow. 
Fond  of  the  maid,  aufpicious  to  the  city, 
Which  muil  hereafter  bear  her  favour'd  name. 
Thou  gracious  deign'ft  to  let  the  fair  one  view 
Her  typic  people  ;  thou  with  pleafure  taught'ft  her 
To  draw  the  bow,   to  flay  the  iliaggy  lion. 
And  ilop  the  fpreading  ruin  of  the  plains. 
Happy  the  nymph,  who  honour'd  by  thy  paffion. 
Was  aided  by  thy  power  !    the  monlhous  Python 
Durft  tempt  thy  wrath  in  vain:  for  dead  he  fell. 
To  thy  great  ftrength,  and  golden  arms  unequal, 

16  1  while  thy  unerring  hand  elanc'd 
Another,  .and  another  dart ;    the  people 
Joyfully  repeated  16  I  16  Pean  1 
Elance  the  dart,  Apollo  :  for  the  fafety, 
And  health  of  man,  gracious  thy  mother  bore  thee. 

Envy  thy  lateft  foe  fuggelled  thus: 
Like  thee  I  am  power  immortal ;  therefore 
To  thee  dare  fpeak.  How  canit  thou  favour  partial 
Thofe  poets  who  write  little?  Vail  and  great 
Is  what  1  love:   the  far-extended  ocean 
To  a  fmall  rivulet  I  perfer.     Apollo 
Spurn'd   Envy  with  his  footj  and  thus  the  God: 

Ds;mon 
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Dsemon,  the  head-long  current  of  Euphrates, 

AlTyrian  river,  copious  runs,  but  muddy; 

And  carries  forward  with  his  ftupid  force 

Polluting  dirt;  his  torrent  ftill  augmenting. 

His  wave  ftill  more  defil'd;  mean  while  the  nymphs 

Meliflan,  facred  andreclufe  to  Ceres, 

Studious  to  have  their  offerings  well  receiv'd. 

And  fit  for  Heavenly  ufe,  from  little  urns 

Pour  ftreams  felcft,  and  purity  of  v/aters. 

16  !   Apollo,  mighty  king,  let  Envy 
Ill-judging  and  verbofe,  from  Lethe's  lake. 
Draw  tuns  unmeafureabie  ;  while  thy  favour 
Adminiflers  to  my  ambitious  thirll 
The  wholefome  draught  from  Aganippe's  fpring' 
Genuine,  and  with  foft  murmurs  gently  rilling 
Adovvn  the  mountains  where  thy  daughters  haunt. 


G  H  A 


34»  POEMS       OF 


CHARITY. 

A 

PARAPHRASE 

ON        THE 

iHIRTEENTH    CHAPTFR    OFTHBTIRST    EPISTLK 
TO    THE    CORINTHIANS. 


D 


I  D  fweetcr  founds  adorn  my  flowing  tongue. 
Than  ever  man  pronounc'd,  or  angel  fung: 
Had  I  al!  knowledge,  human  and  divine, 
That  thought  can  reach,  or  fcience  can  define  ; 
And  had  I  power  to  give  that  knowledge  birth. 
In  all  the  fpeeches  of  the  babling  earth  ; 
Did  Shadrach's  zeal  my  glowing  bread  infpire. 
To  weary  tortures,  and  rejoice  in  fire; 
Or  had  I  faith  like  that  which  Ilrael  faw 
When  Mofes  gave  them  miracles,  and  law  : 
Yet  gracious  Charity,  indulgent  gueft. 
Were  not  thy  power  exerted  in  my  breaft  ; 
Thofe  fpeeches  would  fend  ap  unheeded  prayer: 
That  fcorn  of  life  would  be  but  wild  defpair : 
A  tymbal's  found  were  better  than  my  voice, 
My  faith  were  form  :  my  eloquence  were  noife. 

Charity, 
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Chanty,  decent,  modeft,  eafy,    kind. 
Softens  the  high,  and  rears  the  abject  mind  ; 
Knows  with  jufl:  reins,  and  gentle  hand  to  guide, 
Betwixt  vile  fhame,  and  arbitrary  pride. 
Not  foon  provok'd,   iTie  eafily  forgives  ; 
And  much  ihe  fuffers,  as  fhe  much  believes. 
Soft  peace  Ihe  brings,  where-ever  ihe  arrives : 
She  builds  oar  quiet,  as  fhe  forms  our  lives; 
Lays  the  rough  paths  of  peevifli  Nature  even  ; 
And  opens  in  each  heart  a  little  Heaven. 

Each  other  gift,  which  God  on  man  beftows. 
It's  proper  bound,  and  due  reftriftion  knows  j  ' 
To  one  fixt  purpofe  dedicates  it's  power; 
And,  finifhing  it's  aft,  exills  no  more. 
Thus,  in  obedience  to  what  Heaven  decrees. 
Knowledge  (hall  fail,  and  Prophecy  fhall  ceafe  ; 
But  lafting  Charity's  more  ample  fway, 
Nor  bound  by  time,  nor  fubjedt  to  decay. 
In  happy  triumph  Ihall  for  ever  live. 
And  endlefs  good  difFufe,  and  endlefs  praife  receive. 

As  through  the  artifc's  intervening  glzfs. 
Our  eye  obferves  the  diftant  planets  pafs ; 
A  little  we  difcover;   but  allow. 
That  more  remains  nnfeen,  than  art  can  fiiow  : 
So  whilfl:  our  mind  its  knowledge  would  improve 
(Its  feeble  eye  intent  on  things  above) 
High  as  we  may,  we  lift  our  reafon  up, 
By  Faith  dire£led,  and  confirm'd  by  Hope  : 

Vol.  I.  A  a  Yet 
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Yet  are  ^^e  able  only  to  furvey 
Dawninjjs  of  beams,  and  promifes  of  day. 
Heaven's  fuller  effluence  mocks  our  dazl'd  fight  ; 
Too  great  its  fwiftnefs,   and  too  ftrong  its  light. 

But  foon  the  mediate  clouds  fhall  be  difpell'd  : 
The  fun  fliall  foon  be  face  to  face  beheld. 
In  all  his  robes  with  all  his  glory  on. 
Seated  fublim^  on  his  meridian  throne. 

Then  conllant  Faith,  and  holy  Hope  Ihall  die. 
One  loft  in  certainty,  and  one  in  joy : 
Whilft  thou,  more  happy  power,  fair  Charity, 
Triujnphant  fifter,  greateft  of  the  three. 
Thy  office,  and  thy  nature  ftill  the  fame, 
Lafting  thy  lamp,  and  unconfum'd  thy  flame,. 

Shalt  ftill  furvive 

Shalt  ftand  before  the  hoft  of  Heaven  confeft. 
For  ever  blefting,  and  for  ever  bleft^ 


EN- 


I 
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ENGRAVEN    on    a     COLUMN 

IN        THE 

CHURCH  OF  HALSTEAD  im  ESSEX. 

THE 

SPIRE    OF   WHICH,   BURNT    DOWN    BY    LIGHTNING, 
WAS    REBUILT   AT   THE    EXPENCE    OF 

MR.       SAMUEL       FISKE, 

M  D  C  C  X  V  I  I .   * 


V, 


I  E  W  not  this  fpire  by  meafure  given 
To  buildings  rais'd  by  common  hands : 
That  fabric  rifes  high  as  Heaven, 
Whofe  BASIS  on  devotion  ftands. 

While  yet  we  draw  this  vital  breath, 
We  can  our  Faith  and  Hope  declare : 

But  Charity  beyond  our  death 
Will  ever  in  oar  works  appear. 

A  a  2  ■  Bell 

*  The  fpire  of  this  cluircU  was  burnt  by  lightning  in 
Apiil  1701,  when,  to  prevent  the  flames  from  fjneading, 
the   Aip^iorters^  of  the   ftteple  were  fawn  afumler,   and  the 

wl  ole 
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Beft  be  he  cali'd  among  good  men, 

Who  to  his  God  this  column  rais'd  : 
Though  lig-htnino:  ftrike  the  dome  *  ag-ain  : 
The  man,  who  built  it,  fliall  be  prais'd. 

whole  fell  into  the  church-yard.  To  record  the  liberality 
of  Mr.  Fifke,  the  following  infcription,  probably  written 
by  Mr.  Prior,  is  fixed  on  the  fouth  fide  of  the  chancel,  on 
a  laige  flieet  of  copper  framed  with  wood. 

JOHN        MORLEY 

To  the  memory  of  his 

good  friend   and  neighbour 

dedicates  this  plate, 

Obiit  Apr.  21,   1718,  set.  64.. 

Samuel  Fifke, 

Ey  defcent  a  gentleman. 

By  profeiTion  an  apothecary. 

In  his  praftice 
honed,   knowing,    fuccefsful. 

In   his  life 
pious,  juft,   and   charitable. 
Tiie  riches   he   acquired  he  ufed 
as   the  means  of  doing  good. 
A  friend  to  the  public,   a  father  to  the  poor, 
A  great  benefactor  to  this  town  of  Halftead, 
M.-re  particularly 
the  fpire  of  this  church,  burnt  down  by 
lightning,    he  rebuilt  at  his  own  expence. 
Anno  1717. 
*  This  hath  fince  actually  happened.    It  hath  a  fecond 
time  been  dellroyed  by  lightning,  and  rebuilt  abjut  1765- 

Yet 
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Yet  fpires  and  towers  in  dull:  iliall  lie. 

The  weak  effort  of  human  pains  ; 
And  Faith  and  Hope  themfelves  fhall  die ; 

While  deathlefs  charity  remains. 


.WRITTEN        IN 

MONTAIGNE  'S     ESSAYS, 

GIVEN        TO       THE 

DUKE   OF  SHREWSBURY  IN  FRANCE, 

AFTER    THE     PEACE,     MDCCXIII. 

J^ICTATE,  O  mighty  judge,  what  thou  hail  feen 
Of  cities,  and  of  courts,  of  books,  and  men  ; 
And  deign  to  let  thy  fervant  hold  tlie  pen. 

Through  ages  thus  I  may  prefume  to  live ; 
And  from  the  tranfcript  of  thy  profe  receive. 
What  my  own  fhort-Iived  verfe  can  never  give. 

Thus  fnall  fair  Britain  with  a  gracious  fmile 
Accept  the  work ;   and  the  inftrucled  ifle, 
J^or  more  than  treaties  made,  fhall  blefs  my  toil, 

A  a  3  Nor 
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Nor  longer  hence  the  Gallic  ftyle  preferr'd, 
Wifdom  in  Englifli  idiom  fhall  be  heard  ; 
^Vhile  Talbot  tells  the  world,    where   Montaigne 
err'd. 


A      N 
EPISTLE, 

DESIRING        THE 

Q_UEEN'S        PICTURE. 

WRITTEN      AT    PARIS,      MDCCXIV. 

EUT     LEFT     UNFINISHED,    BY   THE    SUDDEN    NEWS 
OF     HER     majesty's     DEATH. 


Ti 


H  E  train  of  equipage  and  pomp  of  ftate. 
The  (hining  fide-board,  and  the  burnifh'd  plate. 
Let  other  minifters,  great  Anne,  require  ; 
And  partial  fall  thy  gift  to  their  defire. 
To  the  fair  portrait  of  my  fovereign  dame. 
To  that  alone,  eternal  be  my  claim. 

My  bright  defender,  and  my  dread  delight. 
If  ever  I  found  favour  in  thy  fight : 
If  all  the  pains  that  for  thy  Britain's  fake 
My  paft  has  took,  or  future  life  may  take, 

Be 
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Be  grateful  to  my  Queen  :  permit  my  prayer. 
And  with  this  gift  reward  my  total  care. 

Will  thy  indulgent  hand,   fair  faint,   allow 
The  boon  ?  and  will  thy  ear  accept  the  vow  ? 
That  in  defpite  of  age,  of  impious  flame, 
And  eating  Time,  thy  pidure  like  thy  fame 

I  Entire  may  lall;;    that  as  their  eyes  furvey 

The  femblant  fhade,  men  yet  unborn  may  fay. 
Thus  great,  thus  gracious  look'd  Britannia's  queen; 
Her  brow  thus  fmooth,  her  look  was  thus  fercne  ; 
When  to  a  low,    but  to  a  loyal  hand 
The  mighty  emprefs  gave  her  high  command. 
That  he  to  hoftile  camps,  and  kings  fhould  hafte, 
To  fpeak  her  vengeance,  as  their  danger,  paft; 
To  fay,    (lie  wills  detefted  wars  to  ceafe  ; 
She  checks  her  conquefl,  for  her  fubjefts  eafe  ; 
And  bids  the  world  attend  her  terms  of  peace. 
Thee,  gracious  Anne,  thee  prefent  I  adore. 
Thee,  Qneen  of  peace — If  Time  and  Fate  have  power 
Higher  to  raife  the  glories  of  thy  reign  ; 

[  In  words  fublimer,  and  a  nobler  llrain. 

May  future  bards  the  mighty  theme  rehearfe. 
Here,  Stator  Jove,    and  Phoebus  king  of  verfe, 
The  votive  tablet  I  fufpend  '  *  *  * 


A  a  4  A  L- 
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OR,       THE 

PROGRESS     OF    THE    MIND. 

I      N 
THREE        CANTOS. 

Ilaflai  yxf  »|  ct^'.yuf  er/  TU,  yiyt'.f/.eioe.. 

Incert.  ap.  Stobseam, 


M.        PRIOR. 


351 


A      N      T      O  I. 
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A  T  T  H  E  W  *  met  Richard  f,  when  or  where 
From  ftory  is  not  mighty  clear, 
Of  many  knotty  points  they  fpoke  ; 
And  PRO  and  con  by  turns  they  took. 
Rats  half  the  manufcript  have  eat  : 
Dire  hunger!    which  we  Hill  regret. 
O  !  may  they  ne'er  again  digeft. 
The  horrors  of  fo  fad  a  feaft  ! 
Yet  lefs  our  grief,   if  what  remains. 
Dear  Jacob  §,  by  thy  care  and  pains 
Shall  be  to  future  times  convey'd. 
It  thus  begins : 

*  *  *  *  Here  Matthew  faid  : 

Alma  in  verfe,  in  profe  the  Mind, 
By  Ariilotle's  pen  deiin'd, 
Throughout  the  body  fquat  or  tall. 

Is,      BONA     FIDE,     all  in   all. 


*  The  author  himf;!f.  f  Mr.  Shelton. 

§  Ton  foil. 


And, 
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And  yet,  ilap-dafh,   is  all  again 

Jn  every  finew,   nerve,  and  vein  : 

Runs  here  and  there,   like  Hamlet's  glioH  : 

While  every  where  fhe  rules  the  roall. 

This  SYSTEM,   Richard,   we  are  to!d. 
The  men  of  Oxford  firmly  hold. 
The  Cambridge  wits,  you  know,   deny 
With  IPSE  DIXIT  to  comply. 
They  fay  (for  in  good  truth  they  fjieak 
With  fmall  refpedl  of  that  old  Greek), 
That,  putting  all  his  words  together, 
'Tis  three  blue  beans  in  one  blue  bladder. 

Alma,  they  fcrenuoufiy  maintain. 
Sits  cock-horfe  on  her  throne  the  brain  ; 
And  from  that  feat  af  thought  difpenfes 
Her  fovereiga  pleafure  to  the  fenfes. 
Two  OPTIC  nerves,  they  fay,  flie  ties. 
Like  fpe£lacles,   acrcfs  the  eyes ; 
By  which  the  fpirits  bring  her  word. 
Whene'er  the  balls  are  fix'd  or  ftirr'd, 
How  quick  at  park  and  play  they  ftrike  ; 
The  duke  they  court ;  the  toaft  they  like  ; 
And  at  St.  James's  turn  their  grace 
From  former  friends  now  out  of  place. 

Without  thefe  aids,  to  be  more  ferious, 
Her  power,  they  hold,  had  been  precarious : 
The  eyes  might  have  confpir'd  her  ruin  ; 
And  file  not  known  what  they  were  doing.  W" 

Fool  i  111 


M.        PRIOR.  551 

Foolifh  it  had  been,   and  unkind, 
That  they  ihould  fee,   and  Ihe  be  blind. 

Wife  nature  likewife,   they  fuppofe. 
Has  drawn  two  conduits  down  our  nofc  : 
Could  Alma  elfe  with  judgment  tell. 
When  cabbage  ftlnks,  or  rofes  fmell  r 
Or  who  would  afk  for  her  opinion 
Between  an  oyfler  and  an  onion  ? 
For  from  mofc  bodies,  Dick,  you  know. 
Some  little  bits  afk  leave  to  flow  ; 
And,  as  through  thefe  canals  they  roll. 
Bring  up  a  fample  of  the  whole  ; 
Like  footmen  running  before  coaches. 
To  tell  the  Inn,  what  Lord  approaches- 

By  nerves  about  our  palate  plac'd. 
She  likewife  judges  of  the  tafte, 
Elfe  (difmal  thought !)  our  warlike  men 
Might  drink  thick  Port  for  fine  Champagne  ; 
And  our  ill-judging  wives  and  daughters 
Miftake  fmall-beer  for  citron-waters. 

Hence  too,  that  fhe  might  better  hear. 
She  fets  a  drum  at  either  ear ; 
And,  loud  or  gentle,  harfh  or  fweet. 
Are  but  th'  alarums  which  they  beat. 

Laft,   to  enjoy  her  fenfe  of  feeling 
(A  thing  fhe  much  delights  to  deal  in), 
A  thoufand  little  nerves  fhe  fends 
Quite  to  our  toes,  and  fingers'  ends ; 

And 
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And  thefe  in  gratitude  again 
Return  their  fpirits  to  the  brain  ; 
In  which  their  figure  being  printed 
(As  jull  before,  I  think,  I  hinted). 
Alma  inform'd  can  try  the  cafe. 
As  Ihe  had  been  upon  the  place. 

Thus,  while  the  judge  gives  difFerent  journies 
To  country  counfel  and  attornies. 
He  on  the  bench  in  quiet  fits, 
Deciding,   as  they  bring  their  writs. 
1'he  Pope  thus  prays  and  fleeps  at  Rome, 
And  very  feldom  ftirs  from  home  : 
Yet,  fending  forth  his  holy  fpies. 
And  having  heard  what  they  advife. 
He  rules  the  church's  bleil  dominions, 
And  fets  mens  faith  by  his  opinions. 

The  fchoiars  of  the  Stagyrite, 
Who  for  the  old  opinion  fight. 
Would  make  their  modern  friends  confi^fs 
The  diiTerence  bat  from  more  to  lefs. 
The  mind,  fay  they,  while  you  fufcain 
To  hold  her  llation  in  the  brain  ; 
You  grant,  at  leafl,  flie  is  extended  : 
Ergo  the  whole  difpute  is  ended. 
For  till  to-morrow  ftioald  you  plead. 
From  form  and  ftrudlure  of  the  head  ; 
The  mind  as  vifibly  is  feen 
Extended  through  tlic  whole  machiae.  j  5^ 

Why 
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Why  (liould  all  honour  then  be  ta'cn 

From  lower  parts  to  load  the  brain  ; 

V/hen  other  limbs  we  plainly  fee, 

Each  in  his  way,  as  brifk  as  he  ? 

For  mufic,  grant  the  head  receive  it  j 

It  is  the  artifts  hand  that  gave  it  ; 

And,  though  the  fkull  may  wear  the  laurel. 

The  foldier's  arm  fuftains  the  quarrel. 

Beiides,  the  nollrils,  ears,  and  eyes. 

Are  not  his  parts,  but  his  allies  ; 

Ev'n  what  you  hear  the  tongue  proclaim 

Comes  AB  ORiGiNE  from  them. 

What  could  the  head  perform  alone. 

If  all  their  friendly  aids  were  gone  ? 

A  foolilh  figure  he  mull  make  ; 

Do  nothing  elfe  but  fleep  and  ake. 

Nor  matters  it,  that  you  can  {how 
How  to  the  head  the  fpirits  go  ; 
Thofe  fpirits  ftarted  from  fome  goal. 
Before  they  through  the  veins  could  roll. 
Now,  we  fhould  hold  them  much  to  blame. 
If  they  went  back,   before  they  came. 

If  therefore,  as  we  mud  fuppofe. 
They  came  from  fingers,  and  from  toes  ; 
Or  toes,  or  fingers,  in  this  cafe, 
Of  Num-scull's  felf  fhould  take  the  place; 
Difputing  fair,  you  grant  thus  much. 
That  all  fenfation  is  but  touch,  i 
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Dip  but  your  toes  into  cold  water, 
Their  correfpondcnt  teeth  will  chatter  : 
And,  ftrike  the  bottom  of  your  feet, 
You  fet  your  head  into  a  heat. 
The  bully  beat,  and  happy  lover, 
Confefs,  that  feeling  lies  all  over. 

Note  here,  Lucretius  dares  to  teach 
(As  all  our  youth  may  learn  from  Creech) 
That  eyes  were  made,  but  could  not  view  ; 
Nor  hands  embrace,  nor  feet  purfue  : 
But  heedlefs  Nature  did  produce 
The  members  firll,  and  then  the  ufe. 
What  each  muil  ad  was  yet  unknown. 
Till  all  is  moved  by  Chance  alone. 

A  man  firft  b»ilds  a  country-feat; 
Then  finds  the  walls  not  good  to  eat. 
Another  plants,  and  wondering  fees 
Nor  books  nor  medals  on  the  trees. 
Yet  Poet  and  Philofopher 
Was  he,  who  durll  fuch  whims  aver. 
Biefl,  for  his  fake,  be  human  reafon. 
That  came  at  all,  though  late  in  feafon. 
But  no  man  fure  ere  left  his  houfe. 

And  faddled  Ball  with  thoughts  fo  wild. 
To  bring  a  midwife  to  his  fpoufe. 

Before  he  knew  fhe  v/as  with  child. 
And  no  man  ever  reapt  his  corn, 

Or  from  the  oven  drew  his  bread. 
Ere  hinds  and  bakers  yet  were  born. 

That  taught  them  both  to  fow  and  knead.  \  ^ 

Before 
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before  tl>ey  're  aflt'd,  can  maids  refufe  ? 
Can — Pray,  fays  Dick,  hold  in  your  Mufe. 
While  you  Pindaric  truths  reheari'e, 
She  hobbl&s  in  alternate  verfe. 
Verfe  !  Mat  reply'd  ;  is  that  my  care? 
Go  on,    quoth  Richard,    foft  and  fair. 

This  looks,  friend  Dick,  as  Nature  had 
But  exercis'd  the  salesman's  trade; 
As  if  fhe  haply  had  let  down, 
And  cut-out  cloaths  for  all  the  town: 
Then  fent  them  out  to  Monmouth-llreet, 
To  try,  what  perfons  they  would  fit ; 
But  every  free  and  licenc'd  taylor 
Would  in  this  thesis  find  a  failure. 
Should  whims  like  thefe  his  head  perplex. 
How  could  he  work  for  either  fex  ; 
His  cloaths,  as  atoms  might  prevail, 
Might  fit  a  pifmire,  or  a  whale. 
No,  no  ;  he  views  with  lludiou^  pleafure 
Your  fliape,  before  he  takes  your  meafure. 
For  real  Kate  he  made  the  boddice. 
And  not  for  an  ideal  goddefs. 
No  error  near  his  fiiop-board  lurk'd: 
He  knew  the  folks  for  whom  he  work'd; 
Still  to  their  fize  he  aim'd  his  fkill  : 
Elfe,  pr'ythee,  who  would  pay  his  bill  ? 

Next,  Dick,  if  cJiance  herfelf  fliould  vary, 
Obferve,  how  matters  would  mifcarry  :  .  *  \  ; 

Vol.  r.  B  b  Acrofs 
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Acrofs  your  eyes,  friend  place  your  flaoes  ; 
Your  fpeftacles  upon  your  toes  : 
Then  you  and  Memmius  fhall  agree. 
How  nicely  men  would  walk,  or  fee. 

But  wifdom,   peevifh  and  crofs-grain'dy. 
Mufl:  be  oppos'd,  to  be  fuftain'd. 
And  ftill  your  knowledge  will  increafe^ 
As  you  make  other  people's  lefs. 
In  arms  and  fcience  'tis  the  fame: 
Our  rival's  hurts  create  our  fame. 
At  Faubcrt's,  if  difputes  arife 
Among  the  champions  for  the  prize  ; 
To  prove  who  gave  the  fairer  butt, 
John  fhcws  the  chalk  on  Robert's  coat= 
So,  for  the  honour  of  your  book. 
It  tells  where  other  folks  miftook; 
And,  as  their  notions  you  confound, 
Thofe  you  invent  get  farther  ground. 

The  commentators  on  old  Ari- 

ftotle  ('tis  urg'd)  in  judgment  vary: 

They  to  their  own  conceits  have  brought 

The  image  of  his  general  thought  ; 

juft  as  the  melancholic  eye 

Sees  fleets  and  armies  in  the  fky  j 

And  to  the  poor  apprentice  ear 

The  bells  found,  "  Whittington  lord  mayor. **' 

The  conjuror  thus  explains  his  scheme  ; 

Thus  fpirits  walk,  an'd  prophets  dream  ;  T  *  M' 

North    ' 
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North  Britons  thus  have  secoxd-sight; 
And  Germans,  free  from  gun-lhot,   fight. 

Theodoret  and  Origen, 
And  fifty  other  learned  men, 
Atteft,  that,  if  their  comments  find 
The  traces  of  their  mafter's  mind. 
Alma  can  ne'er  decay  nor  die  : 
This  flatly  t'  other  fed  deny  ; 
Simplicius,  Theophraft,  Durand, 
Great  names,  but  hard  in  verfe  to  ftand. 
They  wonder  men  fhould  have  miftook 
The  TENETS  of  their  mafter's  book; 
And  hold,  that  Alma  yields  her  breath, 
O'ercome  by  Age,  and  feiz'd  by  Death. 
Now  which  were  wife  ?    and  which  were  fools  ? 
Poor  Alma  fits  between  two  ftools : 
The  more  fhc  reads,  the  more  perplext ; 
The  comment  ruining  the  text : 
Now  fears,  now  hopes,  her  doubtful  fate 
But,    Richard,  let  her  look  to  that— 
Whilft  we  our  own  affairs  purfue. 

Thefe  different  systems,  old  or  new, 
A  man  with  half  an  eye  may  fee, 
Were  only  form'd  to  difagree. 
Now,  to  bring  things  to  fair  conclufion. 
And  fave  much  Chriftian  ink's  eiFufion  ; 
Let  me  propofe  an  healin^cHEME, 
And  fail  along  the  middle  ftream  :  *^_.  ^.:  '\r 

B  b  2  '  For, 
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For,  Dick,    if  we  could  reconcile 
Old  Arifrotle  witli  GafTendus  ; 
How  many  would  admire  our  toil ! 

And  yet  how  few  would  comprehend  us  ! 
Here,  Richard,  let  my  scheme  commence: 
Oh  !  may  my  words  be  loli  in  fenfe  1 
While  pleas'd  Thalia  deign's  to  write- 
The  flips  and  bounds  of  Alm.a's  flight. 

My  fimple  system  fhall  fuppofe,  •!-  ^  ' 

That  Alma  enters  at  the  toes  ; 
That  then  fh«  mounts  by  juft  degrees 
Up  to  the  ancles,  legs,  and  knees  ; 
Next,  as  the  fep  of  life  does  rife. 
She  lends  her  vigour  to  the  thighs  ;■ 
And,  all  thefe  under-regions  pall. 
She  nellies  fomewhere  near  the  waiiT;  ; 
Gives  pain  or  pleafure,  grief  or  laughter; 
As  we  fliall  fhew  at  large  hereafter. 
Mature,  if  not  improv'd  by  time, 
Up  to  the  heart  flie  loves  to  clirab  ; 
From  thence,-  compell'd  by  craft  and-age^ 
She  makes  the  head  her  latefl:  ftage. 

From  the  feet  upward  to  the  head — 
Pithy  and  fliort,  fays  Dick,  proceed. 

Dick,  this  is  not  an  idle  notion  : 
Obferve  the  progrefs  of  the  motion. 
Firft,  I  demomlratively  prove  ^  ,-., 

That  feet  were  only  nWc  to  move  :.  '^    > 

And 
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And  legs  defire  to  come  and  go  ; 
For  they  have  nothing  elfe  to  do. 

Kence,  long  before  the  child  can  crawl, 
He  learns  to  kick,  and  wince,  and  fprawl  : 
To  hinder  v/hich,  your  midwife  knows 
To  bind  thofe  parts  extremely  clofe  j 
Left  Alma,  newly  enter'd  in. 
And  ftunn'd  at  her  own  chriilening''s  din, 
Tearful  of  future  grief  and  pain. 
Should  filently  fneak  out  again. 

Full  piteous  feems  young  Alma's  cafe ;  - 

As  in  a  lucklefs  gameftcr's  place,  y 

She  would  not  play,  yet  muft  not  pafs.  J 

Again  ;    as  flie  grows  fomething  ftronger. 
And  mafter's  feet  are  fwath'd  no  longer, 
J  fin  the  night  too  oft  he  kicks, 
■Or  (hews  his  loco- motive  tricks  ; 
Thefe  firft  affaults  fit  Kate  repays  him  5 
"When  half-afleep,  fhe  overlays  him. 

Now  mark,  dear  Richard,  from  the  age 
That  children  tread  this  worldly  ftage, 
IBroom-ftafF  or  poker  they  beftride. 
And  round  the  parlour  love  to  ri-de^ 
Till  thoughtful  father's  pious  care 
Provides  his  brood,  next  Smithfield  Fair, 
With  fupplemental  hobby-horfes  : 
And  happy  be  their  infant  courfes!  TC!  1 

B  b  3  H^nce 
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Hence  for  fome  years  they  ne'er  ftand  ftill : 
Their  legs,  you  fee,  direft  their  will ; 
From  opening  morn  till  fetting  fun, 
Around  the  fields  and  woods  they  run: 
They  frifk,  and  dance,  and  leap,  and  play ; 
Nor  heed  what  Friend  or  Snape  can  fay. 

To  her  next  ftage  as  Alma  flies. 
And  likes,  as  I  have  faid,  the  thighs. 
With  SYMPATHETIC  power  fhe  warms 
Their  good  allies  and  friends,  the  arms ; 
While  Betty  dances  on  the  green  ; 
And  Sufan  is  at  ftool-ball  feen  ; 
While  John  for  nine-pins  does  declare ; 
And  Roger  loves  to  pitch  the  bar; 
Both  legs  and  arms  fpontaneous  move  ; 
Which  was  the  thing  I  meant  to  prove. 

Another  motion  now  fhe  makes : 
O  need  I  name  the  feat  fhe  takes  ? 
His  thought  quite  chang'd  the  ftripling  finds ; 
The  fport  and  race  no  more  he  minds ; 
Negleded  Tray  and  Pointer  lie  ; 
And  covics  unmolefted  fly. 
Sudden  the  jocund  plain  he  leaves ; 
And  for  the  nymph  in  fecret  grieves. 
In  dying  accents  he  complains 
Of  cruel  fires,  and  raging  pains. 
The  nymph  too  longs  to  be  alone  j 
Leaves  all  the  fwains,  and  fighs  for  one. 

The 
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The  nymph  is  warm'd  with  young  defire  ; 
And  feels,  and  dies  to  quench  his  fire, 
They  naeet  each  evening  in  the^rove  : 
Their  parley  but  augments  their  love  ; 
So  to  the  priefl:  their  cafe  they  tell : 
He  ties  the  knot;  and  all  goes  well. 

But,  O  my  Mufe,  jull:  diftance  keep  ; 
Thou  art  a  maid,  and  mull  not  peep. 
In  nine  months  time  the  boddice  loofe^ 
And  petticoats  too  Ihort,  difclofe. 
That  at  this  age  the  aftive  mind 
About  the  waift  lies  moft  confin'd; 
And  that  young  life  and  quickening  fenfe 
Spring  from  his  influence  darted  thence. 
So  from  the  middle  of  the  vvoj-ld 
The  fun's  prolific  rays  are  hurl'd  : 
'Tis  from  that  feat  he  darts  thofe  beams. 
Which  quicken  earth  with  genial  flames. 

Dick,  who  thus  long  had  pafllve  fat, 
Here  ftroak'd  his  chin,   and  cock'd  his  hatj 
Then  flapp'd  his  hand  upon  the  board ; 
And  thus  the  youth  put  in  his  word. 
Love's  advocates,  fweet  fir,  would  find  him 
A  higher  place  than  you  aflign'd  him. 

Love's  advocates]  Dick,  who  are  thofe  ?  — 
The  Poets,  you  may  well  fuppofe. 
I  'm  forry,  fir,  you  have  dlfcarded 
The  men  with  whom  till  now  you  herded. 

Pros?, 
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Prose-men  alone  for  private  ends, 
I  thous;ht,  forfook  their  ancient  friends. 
Jx  COR  sTELLAviT,    cries  Lucrctlus  ; 
If  he  may  be  allow'd  to  teach  us. 
The  fclf-fame  thing  foft  Ovid  fays 
(A  proper  judge  in  fuch  a  cafe), 
Horace's  phrafe  is,   torret  jecur  ; 
And  happy  was  that  curious  fpeaker. 
Here  Virgil  too  has  plac'd  this  paffioHc 
What  fignifies  too  long  quotation  ? 
In  ode  and  epic,  plain  the  cafe  is, 
That  love  holds  one  of  thefe  two  places. 

Dick,  witliout  paffion  or  rcficdion, 
I  'il  ftrait  .-cniolifli  this  objeiticn. 

Firft,  Poets,  all  the  world  agrees. 
Write  half  to  profit,  half  to  pleafc. 
Tylatter  and  figure  they  produce  ; 
For  garnifh  this,  and  that  for  ufe  ; 
And,  in  the  ftrufture  of  their  fealls. 
They  feek  to  feed  and  pleafe  their  guefts  : 
But  one  may  balk  this  good  intent. 
And  take  things  othervvife  than  meant. 
Thus,  if  you  dine  with  my  lord  mayor, 
Roaft-beef,  and  venifon,  is  your  fare  : 
Thence  you  proceed  to  fvvan  and  bullard, 
And  perfevere  in  tart  and  cuftard  : 

But  TULIP-LEAV'FS  and   LEMON-pEEL 

Help  only  to  adorn  the  meal ; 


And 
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And  painted  flags,  fuperb  and  neat. 

Proclaim  you  welcome  to  the  treat. 

The  man  of  fenfe  his  meat  devours ; 

But  only  fmells  the  peel  and  flowers  ; 

And  he  muih  be  an  idle  dreamer. 

Who  leaves  the  pie,  and  gnaws  the  flreamer. 

That  Cupid  goes  with  bow  and  arrows. 
And  Venus  keeps  her  coach  and  fparrows. 
Is  all  but  emblem,  to  acquaint  one. 
The  fon  is  fharp,  the  mother  v/anton. 
Such  images  jiave  fometimes  fliowa 
A  myllic  fenfe,  but  oftener  none. 
For  who  conceives,  what  bards  devife. 
That  Heaven  is  plac'd  in  Celia's  eyes  j 
Or  where  's  the  fenfe,  dired  and  moral. 

That  teeth  are  pearl,  or  lips  are  coral  ? 
Your  Horace  ov/ns,  he  various  v/rit. 

As  wild  or  fober  maggots  bit : 

And  where  too  much  the  Poet  ranted. 

The  fage  Fhilofoper  recanted. 

His  grave  Epiilles  may  difprove 

The  wantcn  Odes  he  made  to  love. 
Lucretius  keeps  a  mighty  pother 

With  Cupid  and  his  fancy'd  mother ; 

Calls  her  great  Queen  of  Earth  and  Air, 

DecJares  that  Wind  and  Seas  obey  her  ; 

And,  while  her  honour  he  rehearfes. 

Implores  her  to  infpire  his  verfes. 

Yet, 
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Yet,  free  from  this  poetic  madnefs. 
Next  page  he  fays,  in  fobcr  fadnefs. 
That  fhc  and  all  her  Fellow-eods 
Sit  idling  in  their  high  abodes, 
Regardlefs  of  this  world  below, 
Our  health  or  hanging,  weal  or  woe  ; 
Nor  once  dlflurb  their  heavenly  fpirits 
With  Scapin's  cheats,  or  Cxfar's  merits. 

Nor  e'er  can  Latin  Poets  prove 
Where  lies  the  real  Seat  of  Love. 
JECUR  they  burn,  and  Cor  they  pierce. 
As  either  bell  fupplies  their  verfe  ; 
And,  if  folks  afk  the  reafon  for't. 
Say,  one  was  long,  and  t'  other  flaort. 
Thus,  I  prefume,  the  Britifli  Mufe 
May  take  the  freedom  ftrangers  ufe. 
In  profe  our  property  is  greater  : 
Why  fhould  it  then  be  lefs  in  metre  ? 
If  Cupid  throws  a  fingle  dart. 
We  make  him. wound  the  lover's  heart  : 
But,  if  he  takes  his  bow  and  quiver; 
'Tis  fure,  he  muft  transfix  the  liver  : 
For  rhyme  with  reafon  may  difpenfe  ; 
And  found  has  right  to  govern  fenfe. 

But  let  your  friends  in  verfe  fuppofe. 
What  ne'er  fhall  be  allow'd  in  profe ; 
Anatomists  can  make  it  clear. 
The  LIVER  minds  his  own  affair; 

Kindly 
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Kindly  fupplies  our  public  ufes ; 

And  parts  and  ftrains  the  vital  juices ; 

Still  lays  fome  ufeful  bile  afide. 

To  tinge  the  chyle's  infipid  tide  : 

Elfe  we  fliould  want  both  gibe  and  fatyr; 

And  all  be  burft  with  pure  good-nature ^ 

Now  gall  is  bitter  with  a  witnefs  ; 

And  love  is  all  delight  and  fweetnefs. 

My  LOGIC  then  has  loll  its  aim. 

If  fweet  and  bitter  be  the  fame  : 

And,  he,  methinks,  is  no  great  fcholar. 

Who  can  miflake  defire  for  choler. 

The  like  may  of  the  heart  be  faid; 
Courage  and  terror  there  are  bred. 
All  thofe,  whofe  hearts  are  loofe  and  low 
Start,  if  they  hear  but  the  tattoo  : 
And  mighty  phyficial  their  fear  is  ; 
For,  foon  as  noife  ofcom.bat  near  is. 
Their  heart,  defcending  to  their  breeches, 
Muft  give  their  ftomach  cruel  twitches. 
But  Heroes,  who  o'ercome  or  die. 
Have  their  hearts  hung  extremely  high  ; 
The  firings  of  which,  in  battles  heat, 
Againll  their  very  corslets  beat ; 
Keep  time  with  th^r  own  trumpet's  meafure. 
And  yield  them  moll  exceffive  pleafure. 

Now,  if  'tis  chiefly  in  the  heart 
That  courage  does  itfelf  exert; 

'Twill 
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'Twill  be  prodigious  hard  to  prove. 
That  this  is  eke  the  throne  of  love. 

Would  Nature  make  one  place  the  feat 

Of  fond  defire,  and  fell  debate  ; 

Muit  people  only  take  delight  in 

Thofe  hours,  when  they  are  tir'd  with  fighting 

And  has  no  man,  but  who  has  kill'd 

A  father,  right  to  get  a  child  ? 

Thefc  notions  then  I  think  but  idle  ; 

And  love  Ihall  ftill  pofTcfs  the  middle. 

This  truth  more  plainly  to  difcover, 
Suppofe  your  Hero  were  a  I-ov-er. 
Though  he  before  had  gall  and  rage, 
Which  Death  and  Conquell  muft  affwage  { 
He  grows  difpirited  and  low  j 
He  hates  the  fight,  and  ihuns  the  foe. 

In  fcornful  lloth  Achilles  flept ; 
And  for  his  v.ench,  like  Tall-boy,  v/ept : 
Nor  would  return  to  war  and  flaughtcr  ; 
Till  they  brought  back  the  Parfon's  daughter^ 

Anfonius  fied  from  Actium's  coall, 
Augullus  preffing,  Afia  loft  : 
Ilis  fails  by  Cupid's  hands  unfurl'd. 
To  keep  the  fair,  he  gave  the  world. 
Edward  onr  Fourth,  rever'd  and.crown'd. 
Vigorous  in  youth,  in  arms  renown'd  ; 
While  England's  voice,  and  Warwick's  care, 
Defign'd  him  Gallia's  beauteous  heir ; 
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Chsng'd  peace  and  power,  for  rage  and  \vars> 
Only  to  dry  one  widow's  tears.— 

France's  fourth  Henry  we  may  fee 
A  fexvant  to  the  fair  d'Eflree  : 
When,  quitting  Coutras'  profperous  field. 
And  Fortune  taught  at  length  to  yield, 
He  from  his  guards  and  midnight  tent 
Difguis'd  o'er  hills  and  vallies  went, 
To  wanton  with  the  fprightly  dame  ; 
And  in  his  pleafure  loft  his  fame. 

Bold  is  tlie  critic  who  dares  prove 
Thefe  Flerces  were  no  friends  to  Love; 
And  bolder  he,  who  dares  aver. 
That  they  were  enemies  to  war. 
Yet,  when  their  thought  fhould,  now  or  never. 
Have  rais'd  their  heart,  or  iir'd  their  liver  ; 
Fond  Alma  to  tkofe  parts  was  gone. 
Which  Love  more  juftly  calls  his  own. 

Examples  I  could  cite  you  more  ; 
But  be  contented  with  thefe  four ; 
For,  when  one's  proof  are  aptly  chofen. 
Four  are  as  valid  as  four  dozen. 
One  came  from  Greece,  and  one  from  Rome  ; 
■  The  other  two  grew  nearer  home. 
For  fome  in  ancient  books  delight ; 
Others  prefer  what  moderns  write : 
Now  I  (hould  be  extremely  loth. 
Not  to  he  thought  exp&rt  in  both. 

CANTO 
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CANTO      II. 

X>  U  T  Ihall  we  take  the  Mufe  abroad. 
To  drop  her  idly  on  the  road  ? 
And  leave  our  fubjedl  in  the  middle  ; 
As  Butler  did  his  bear  and  fiddle? 
Yet  he,  confummate  mailer,  knew 
When  to  recede,  and  where  purfue  ; 
His  noble  negligences  teach 
What  others  toils  defpair  to  reach. 
He,  perfeft  dancer,  climbs  the  rope  *, 
And  balances  your  fear  and  hope  : 
If,  after  fome  dillinguifh'd  leap. 
He  drops  his  pole,  and  feems  to  flip ; 
Strait  gathering  all  his  aftive  ftrength, 
He  rifes  higher  half  his  length. 

*  Ut  quafdam  artes,  ita  eloquentiam  nihil  magis  quam 
ancipltia  commendant  VIdes  qui  fune  in  fiimma  nituntur, 
qiiantos  foleant  excitare  clamores,  cum  jam  jamque  cafuri 
videntur.  Pliny  Letters,  1.  9,  ep.  26. 

With 
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With  wonder  you  approve  his  fiight  *  ; 
And  owe  your  pleafure  to  your  fright. 
Sut  like  poor  Andrew  I  advance, 
Falfe  MIMIC  of  my  mailer's  dance; 
Around  the  cord  a  while  I  fprawl  ; 
And  thence,  though  low,  in  earneft  fall. 

My  preface  tells  you,  I  digrefsM  : 
He  's  half  abfolv'd  who  has  confefs'd, 

I  like,  quoth  Dick,  your  simile  : 
And,  in  return,   take  two  from  me. 
As  mailers  in  the  glare  obscure 
With  various  light  your  eyes  allure; 
A  flaming  yellow  here  they  fpread  : 
Draw  off  in  blue,  or  charge  in  red  ; 
Yet,  from  thefe  colours  oddly  mix'd. 
Your  fight  upon  the  whole  is  fix'd  : 
Or  as,  again,  your  courtly  dames 
(Whofe  cloaths  returning  birth-day  claimi) 
By  arts  improve,  the  fluffs  they  vary  ; 
And  things  are  bell  as  moft  contrary ; 
The  gown,  with  lliff  embroidery  Ikining, 
Looks  charming  with  a  llighter  lining  ; 
The  out-  if  Indian  figure  flain, 
The  in-fide  mull  be  rich  and  plain, 

*  Sunt  enim  maxime  mirabjlia,  que  maxime  Inax- 
peftata,,  et  maxime — -periculosa,  P  l  i  n  y. 

Se@  Hurd's  Hora<;e. 

So- 
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So  you  grest  authors  have  thought  fit 

To  make  digreiTion  temper  wit  : 

When  arguments  too  fiercely  glare. 

You  calm  them  with  a  milder  air  : 

To  break  their  points,  you  turn  their  force  ; 

And  FURBELOW  the  plain  difcourfe. 

Richard,  quoth  Mat,  thefe  words  of  thine 
Speak  fomething  fly,  and  fomething  fine  ; 
B  ut  I  fliall  e'en  refume  my  theme  ; 
However  thou  may'ft  praife  or  blame. 

As  people  marry  now,  and  fettle  ; 
Fierce  Love  abates  his  ufual  met-tle  : 
Worldly  deiires,  and  houfehold  cares, 
Difturb  the  Godhead's  foft  affairs  : 
So  now,  as  health  or  temper  changes, 
In  larger  compafs  Alma  ranges. 
This  day  below,  the  next  above ; 
As  light  or  folid  whimfies  move. 
So  merchant  has  his  houfe  in  town, 
And  country-feat  near  Banftcad-down  ; 
From  one  he  dates  his  foreign  letters. 
Sends  out  his  goods,  and  duns  his  debtors : 
In  t'  other,  at  his  hours  of  leifure. 
He  fmoaks  his  pipe,  and  takes  his  pleafure. 

And  novv'  your  matrimonial  Cupid, 
Lafli'd  on  by  time,  grows  tir'd  and  ftupid. 
For  ftory  and  experi-ence  tell  us. 
That  man  grows  old,  and  woman  jealous. 
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Both  would  their  little  ends  fecure; 

He  fighs  for  freedom,   ihe  for  power. 

His  wiflies  tend  abroad  to  roam  ; 

And  her's,  to  domineer  at  home. 

Thus  paffion  flags  by  flow  degrees  ; 

And,  ruffled  more,    delighted  lefs. 

The  bufy  mind  does  feldom  go 

To  thofe  once -charming  feats  below  ; 

But,  in  the  breaft  incamp'd,  preparesi 

For  well'bred  feints  and  future  wars. 

The  man  fufpcfts  his  lady's  crying 

(When  he  laft  autumn  lay  a-dying) 

Was  but  to  gain  him  to  appoint  her 

By  codicil  a  larger  jointure. 

The  woman  finds  it  all  a  tricky 

That  he  could  fwoon  when  flie  was  flck  ; 

And  knows,   that  in  that  grief  he  reckon'd 

On  black-ey'd  Sufan  for  his  fecond. 

Thus,  having  llrove  fome  tedious  years 
With  feign'd  defires,  and  real  fears; 
And,  tir'd  with  anfwcrs  and  replies 
Of  John  affirms,  and  Martha  lies. 
Leaving  this  endlefs  altercation. 
The  mind  afFefts  a  higher  ftation. 

Poltis,  that  generous  king  of  Thrace, 
I  think,  was  in  this  very  cafe. 
All  Afia  now  was  by  the  ears  ; 
And  Gods  beat  up  for  volunteers 

Vol.  I.  Cc  To 
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To  Greece  and  Troy  ;  while  Poltis  fat 
.In  quiet  governing  his  ftate. 
And  whence,   faid  the  pacific  king, 
Does  all  this  noife  and  difcord  fpnng  ? 
Why,  Paris  tbok  Atrides'  wife — 
With  eafe  I  could  compofe  this  ftrife: 
The  injur'd  hero  fhould  not  lofe, 
Nor  the  young  lover  want  a  fpoufe. 
But  Helen  chnng'd  her  firft  condition,. 
Without  her  hufband's  jull  permifii'on.- 
What  from  the  dame  can  Paris  hope  ? 
She  may  as  well  from  him  elope. 
Again,  how  can  her  old  good-man 
With  honour  take  her  back  again  ? 
From  hence  I  logically  gather, 
The  woman  cannot  live  with  either. 
Now,  I  have  two  right  honefl  wives,. 
For  whofe  pafieffion  no  man  ftrives  : 
One  to  Atrides  I  will  fend; 
And  t'  other  to  my  Trojan  friend. 
Each  prince  fliall  thus  with  honour  have 
What  both  fo  v/armly  feem  to  crave  : 
The  wrath  of  Gods  and  man  ihall  ceafet 
And  Poltis  live  and  die  in  peace. 

Dick,  if  this  ftbry  pleafeth  thee. 
Pray  thank  D.m  Pope,  who  told  it  me. 

Howe'er  fv.ifr  Alma's  flight  may  vary, 
(Take  this  by  way  of  corollary) 


Some 
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Some  limbs  (he  finds  the  very  fame, 

In  place,  and  dignity,  and  name  : 

Thefe  dwell  at  fuch  convenient  diftance, 

That  each  may  give  his  friend  affiftance. 

Thus  he  who  runs  or  dances  begs 

The  equal  vigour  of  two  legs  ; 

So  much  to  both  does  Alma  trufl:. 

She  ne'er  regards  which  goes  the  firft. 

Teague  could  make  neither  of  them  rtay, 

When  with  himfelf  he  ran  away. 

The  man  who  ftruggles  in  the  fight 

Fatigues  left  arm  as  well  as  right ; 

For,  whilft  one  hand  exalts  the  blow. 

And  on  the  earth  extends  the  foe  ; 

T'  other  would  take  it  wondrous  ill, 

If  in  your  pocket  he  lay  ftill. 

And,  when  you  ihoot,  and  ftiut  one  eye. 

You  cannot  think  he  would  deny 

To  lend  the  other  friendly  aid, 

Or  wink  as  coward  and  afraid. 

No,   Sir  ;  whilft  he  withdraws  his  flame, 

His  comrade  takes  the  furer  aim. 

One  moment  if  his  beams  recede; 

As  foon  as  e'erthe  bird  is  dead. 

Opening  again,  he  lays  his  claim 

To  half  the  profit,  half  the  fame. 

And  helps  to  pocket  up  the  game. 

C  c  2  'Tis 
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'Tis  thus  one  tradefman  flips  away. 
To  give  his  partner  fairer  play. 

Some  limbs  again,  in  bulk  or  ftature 
Unlike,  and  not  a-kin  by  Nature, 
In  concert  acl,  like  modern  friends  ; 
Bccaufe  one  fcrves  the  other's  ends. 
The  arm  thus  waits  upon  the  heart. 
So  quick  to  take  the  bully's  part. 
That  one,  though  warm,  decides  more  flow 
Than  t'  other  executes  the  blow. 
A  ftander-by  rnay  chance  to  have  it. 
Ere  Hack  himfclf  perceives  he  gave  it. 

The  amorous  eyes  thus  alv^ays  go 
A-ftrolIing  for  their  friends:  below  ; 
For,  long  before  the  fquire  and  dame 
Have  tete  a  tete  reliev'd  their  flame, 
Sre  vifits  yet  are  brought  about. 
The  eye  by  fympathy  looks  out. 
Knows  Florimel,  and  longs  to  meet  he^,. 
And,  if  he  fees,  is  fure  to  greet  her. 
Though  at  fafli-window,  on  the.  Hairs, 
At  court,  nay  (authors  fay)  at  prayers.-^ 

The  funeral  of  fomc  valiant  knight 
May  give  this  thing  its  proper  light. 
View  his  two  gauntlets  ;  thefe  declare 
That  both  his  hands  were  us'd  to  war. 
And  from  his  two  gilt  fpurs  'tis  learn'd. 
His  feet  were  equally  concern'd. 
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But  liave  you  not  with  thought  beheld 

The  fword  hang  dangling  o'er  the  fliield  ? 

Which  fhews  the  breaft,  that  plate  was  us'd  to^ 

Had  an  ally  right  arm  to  trurt  to: 

And,  by  the  peep-holes  in  his  crell. 

Is  it  net  virtually  confell:. 

That  there  his  eyes  took  diftant  aim. 

And  glanc'd  -refpeft  to  that  bright  dame. 

In  whofe  delight  his  hope  was  center 'd. 

And  for  whofe  glove  his  life  he  vcntur'd  ? 

Objeftions  to  my  general  system 
May  rife  perhaps ;   and  I  have  mill  them  : 
But  I  can  call  to  my  allillance 
Proximity  (mark  that  !)   and  diftance; 
Can  prove,  tliat  all  things  on  occafion 
■Love  union,  and  defire  adhefion.; 
That  Alma  merely  is  a  fcale  ; 
And  motives,  like  the  weights,  prevail. 
If  neither  fide  turn  down  nor  up. 
With  lofs  or  gain,  with  fear  or  hope  ; 
The  balance  alwa?/s  would  hang  even. 
Like  Mah'met's  tomb,  'twixt  earth  and  Heaven. 

This,  Richard,  is  a  curious  cafe: 

Suppofe  your  eyes  fent  equal  ray3 

Upon  tv/o  diftant  pots  of  ale. 

Not  knowing  which  v/as  mild  or  ftale  : 

In  this  fad  ftate  your  doubtful  choice 

Would  never  have  the  calling  voice  9 

C  c  3  Whicii 
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Which  beft  or  worft  you  could  not  think  ; 
And  die  you  mull  for  want  of  drink  ; 
Unlefs  fome  chance  inclines  your  fight, 
Setting  one  pot  in  fairer  light ; 
Then  you  prefer  or  A,  or  B, 
As  lines  and  angles  befl  agree  : 
Your  fenfe  refolv'd  impels  your  will  : 
She  guides  your  hand — fo  drink  your  fill. 

Have  you  not  feen  a  baker's  maid 
Between  two  equal  panniers  fway'd  ? 
Her  tallies  ufeleis  lie,  and  idle. 
If  plac'd  exaftly  in  the  middle  : 
But,  forc'd  from  this  unaftive  ftate 
By  virtue  of  fome  cafual  weight. 
On  either  fide  you  hear  them  clatter. 
And  judge  of  right  and  left  hand  matter. 

Now,   Richard,   this  coercive  force, 
Vv''ithout  your  choice,  muft  take  its  courfe  ; 
Great  kings  to  wars  are  pointed  forth. 
Like  loaded  needles  to  the  north. 
And  thou  and  I,  by  power  unfeen. 
Are  barely  paflive,  and  fuck'd-in 
To  Henault's  vault,  orj^elia's  chamber; 
As  ftraw  and  paper  are  by  amber. 
If  we  fit  down  to  play  or  fet 
(Suppofe  at  OMBRE  or  basset) 
Let  people  call  us  cheats  or  fools. 
Our  cards  and  we  are  equal  tools. 
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We  fure  in  vain  the  cards  condemn  : 

Ourfelves  both  cut  and  fhoffled  them. 

In  vain  on  Fortune's  aid  rely  : 

She  only  is  a  ilander-by. 

Poor  men  !  poor  paj^ers  1  we  and  they 

Do  fome  impulfive  force  obey: 

And  are  but  play'd  with — do  not  play. 

But  fpace  and  matter  we  Ihould  blame  ; 

They  palm'.d  the  trick  that  loH  the  game. 

Thus,  to  fave  further  contradiftion, 
Againll  what  you  may  think  but  fiftion  ; 
3.  for  attradlion,  Dick,  declare  : 
Deny  it  thofe  bold  mpn  that  dare. 
As  well  your  motion,  as  your  thought. 
Is  all  by  hidden  imp^ilfe  wrought: 
Ev'n  faying  that  you  think  or  walk, 
How  like  a  country  iquire  ycu  talk  ! 

Mark  then  ; — Where  fancy,  or  defrrej 
Collefts  the  beams  of  vital  fire  ; 
Into  that  limb  fair  Alma  Aides, 
And  there  fjio  tempore,  refides. 
She  dwells  in  Nicolini's  tongue. 
When  Pyrrhus  chaunts  the  heavenly  fong. 
When  Pedro  does  the  lute  command, 
5he  guides  the  cunning  artill's  hand. 
Through  Macer's  gullet  Ihe  runs  down, 
Wheji  the  vile  glutton  dines  alone. 

C  c  4  Anda 
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And,  void  of  modefty  and  thought. 
She  follows  Bibo's  endlefs  draught. 
Through  the  foft  fex  again  fhe  ranges  ; 
As  youth,  caprice,  or  fafhion,  changes. 
Fair  Alma,  carelefs  and  ferene. 
In  Fanny's  fprightly  eyes  is  feen  ; 
While  they  difFufe  their  infant  beam-, 
Themfclves  not  confcious  of  their  flames. 
Again  fair  Alma  fits  confeft 
On  Florimel's  expertcr  breaft  ; 
Wiien  fhe  the  rinng  figh  conftrains, 
And  by  concealing  fpeaks  her  pains. 
In  Cynthia's  neck  fair  Alma  glows, 
When  the  vain  thing  her  jewels  fhows; 
When  Jenny's  flays  are  newly  lac'd, 
Fair  Alma  plays  about  her  waill ; 
And  when  the  fwelling  hoop  fuftains 
The  rich  brocade,  fair  Alma  deigns 
Into  that  lower  fpace  to  enter. 
Of  the  large  round  herfelf  the  centre. 
Again  :  that  fingle  limb  or  feature 
(Such  is  the  cogent  force  of  nature) 
Which  moft  did  Alma's  palfion  moye 
In  the  firft  objeft  of  her  love, 
For  ever  will  be  found  confelt. 
And  printed  on  the  amorous  breaft. 
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O  Abelard,  *  ill-fated  yontli, 
Thy  tale  will  jultify  this  truth  : 
But  well  I  weet,   thy  cruel  wrong 
Adorn  a  nobler  poet's  fong. 
Dan  Pope,  for  thy  misfortune  griev'd. 
With  kind  concern  and  flcill  has  weav'd 
A  filken  web  ;   and  ne'er  ihall  fiide 
Its  colours ;  gently  has  he  laid 
The  mantle  o'er  thy  fad  diftrefs : 
And  Venus  ftall  the  texture  blefs. 
iie  o'er  the  weeping  nun  has  drawn 
Such  artful  folds  of  facred  lawn  ; 
That  love,  with  equal  grief  and  pride. 
Shall  fee  the  crime  he  Itrives  to  hide  ; 
And,  foftly  drawing  back  the  veil. 
The  god  fhall  to  his  votaries  tell 

*  A  writer  of  eminence,  Shenftone,  vol.  ii.  177,  has 
©bferved  that  Pope  never  mentions  Fi  ior,  though  fo  hand- 
fomely  fpoken  of  in  this  pallage.  He  added,  "  One  might 
*♦  imagine  that  the  latter  (Pope),  indebted  as  he  was  to  the 
**  former  (Prior)  for  fuch  numberlefs  beauties,  (hould  have 
"  readily  repaid  this  poetical  obligation.  This  can  only 
*'  be  imputed  to  pride  or  party-cunning.  In  other  words, 
**  to  fome  modification  of  felfiflinefs."  It  is  certain  Pope 
has  been  very  fparing  in  his  mention  of  Prior  ;  but  he  is 
not,  as  Shenllone  afl'erts,  wlioHy  unnoticed,  as  his  name 
twice  occurs  in  the  Dunciad,  B.  If.  1.  isa,  138,  though 
but  (lightly.  Party-cunning  could  hardly  have  occafioned 
ii,  as  the  chief  of  Prior's  party  v/ere  Pope's  intimate 
friends. 

Each 
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Each  confcious  tear,  each  blufhing  grace. 

That  deck'd  dear  Eloifa's  face. 

Happy  the  poet,  bleft  the  lays, 

A^^hich  Buckingham  has  deign'd  to  praife! 

Next,  Dick,  as  youth  and  habit  fways, 
A  hundred  gambols  Alma  plays. 
If,  whilft  a  boy,  Jack  ran  from  fchool. 
Fond  of  his  hunting-horn  and  pole  ; 
Though  gout  and  age  his  fpeed  detain. 
Old  John  halloos  his  hoijnds  again  : 
By  his  iire-fidc  he  Harts  the  hare  ; 
And  turns  her  in  his  wicker  chair  : 
His  feet,  however  lame,  you  find. 
Have  got  the  better  of  his  mind. 

If,  while  the  rqind  was  in  her  leg. 
The  dance  affeded  nimble  Peg  ; 
Old  Madge,  bewiich'd  at  fixty-one. 
Calls  for  Green  Sleeves,  and  Jumping  Joan. 
In  public  maflc,  or  private  ball, 
From  Lincoln's-inn,  to  Goldfmith's-hall, 
All  Chriftmas  long  away  fhe  trudge's ; 
Trips  it  with  prentices  and  judges  : 
3n  vain  her  children  urge  her  Hay  ; 
And  age  or  pal  fey  bar  the  way. 
But,  if  thofe  images  prevail 
Which  wifdom  did  afFecl  the  tail, 
$he  ftill  renews  the  ancient  fcene. 
Forgets  the  forty  years  between  : 

Aide- 
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Aukvvardly  gay,  and  oddly  merry. 

Her  fcarf  pale  pink,   her  head-knot  cherry  ; 

O'er-heated  with  ideal  rage. 

She  cheats  her  fon,  to  wed  her  page. 

If  Alma,  whilft  the  man  was  young. 
Slipped  up  too  foon  into  his  tongue : 
Pleas'd  with  his  own  fantaftic  feill. 
He  lets  that  weapon  ne'er  lie  iHlL 
On  any  point  if  you  difpute ; 
Depend  upon  it,   he  'U  confute  : 
Change  fides ;  and  you  increafe  your  pain  ; 
For  he  'II  confute  you  back  again. 
For  one  may  fpeak  with  Tully's  tongue; 
Yet  all  the  while  be  in  the  wrong. 
And  'tis  remarkable  that  they 
Talk  moll,  who  have  the  leafl:  to  fay. 
Your  dainty  fpeakers  have  the  curfe. 
To  plead  bad  caufes  down  to  worfe: 
As  dames,  who  native  beauty  want. 
Still  uglier  look,  the  more  they  paint. 

Again  :  if  in  the  female  fex 
Alma  fhould  on  this  member  fix 
(A  cruel  and  a  defperate  cafe. 
From  which  Heaven  fliield  my  lovely  lafs  !) ; 
For  evermore  all  care  is  vain. 
That  would  bring  Alma  down  again. 
As,  in  habitual  gout  or  ftone. 
The  only  thing  that  can  be  done,  — 

Is 
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is  to  correct  your  drink  and  diet. 
And  keep  .the  inward  foe  in  quiet ; 
So,  if  for  any  fins  of  ours 
Or  our  forefathers,  higher  powers. 
Severe  though  juftj  afflicl  our  life 
With  that  prime  ill,  a  talking  wife  ; 
Till  death  fliall  bring  the  kind  relief, 
^We  muft  be  patient,  or  be  deaf. 
You  know  a  certain  lady,  Dick, 
Who  faw  me  when  1  laft  was  fick : 
She  kindl-y  talk'd,  at  leaft  three  hours. 
Of  plailic  forms,  and  mental  powers; 
Defcrib'd  oar  pre-exiiHng  ftation 
Before  this  vile  terrene  creation  ; 
And,  left  I  fhould  be  weary'd,  madam. 
To  cut  things  Ihort,  came  down  to  Adam  ; 
Prom  whence,  as  fail:  as  fhe  was  able. 
She  drowns  the  world,  and  builds  up  Babel : 
Through  Syria,  Perfia,  Greece  ftie  goes; 
And  takes  the  Romans  in  the  clofe. 

But  we  '11  defcant  &n  general  nature  : 
This  is  a  fyftem,  not  a  fatire. 
Turn  we  this  globe;  and  let  us  fee 
How  different  nations  difagree 
In  what  vve  wear,  or  eat  and  drink  ; 
Nay,  Dick,  perhaps  in  what  we  think. 
In  water  as  you  fmell  and  talte 
The  foils  through  which  it  rofe  and  pall; 
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In  Alma's  manners  you  may  read 

The  place  where  fhe  was  born  and  bred. 

One  people  from  their  Twaddling  band* 
Releas'd  their  infants'  feet  and  hands : 
Here  Alma  to  thefe  limbs  was  brought ; 
And  Sparta's  offspring  kick'd  and  fought. 

Another  taught  their  babes  to  talk. 
Ere  they  could  yet  in  go-carts  walk : 
There  Alma  fettled  in  the  tongue  : 
And  orators  froiti  Athens  fprimg. 

Obferve  but  in  thefe  neighbouring  lands 
The  different  ufe  of  mouths  and  hands  ; 
As  men  repos'd  their  various  hopes. 
In  battles  thefe,  and  thofe  in  tropes. 
In  Briton's  iHes,   as  Heylin  notes. 
The  ladies  trip  in  petticoats  ; 
Which,   for  the  honour  of  their  nation. 
They  quit  but  on  fomc  great  occafion. 
Men  there  in  breeches  clad  you  view  : 
They  clairrs  that  garment  as  their  due. 
In  Turkey  the  reverfe  appears  ; 
Long  coats  the  haughty  hu/band  wears ; 
And  greets  his  wife  with  angi  y  fpeeches. 
If  fhe  be  feen  without  her  breeches. 

In  our  fantaflic  climes,  the  fair 
With  cleanly  powder  dry  their  hair: 
And  round  their  lovely  breafl  and  head 
Freftv  flewcri  their  mingled  odourg^  fhcd, 

You-r 
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Your  nicer  Hottentots  think  meet 
With  guts  and  tripe  to  deck  their  feet  ; 
With  down-caft  looks  on  Totta's  legs. 
The  ogling  youth  moil  humbly  begs. 
She  would  not  from  his  hopes  remove 
At  once  his  breakfaft  and  his  love  : 
And,   if  the  fcittifli  nymph  ihould  fly. 
He  in  a  double  fenfe  mufl  die. 

Wc  fimplc  toafters  take  delight 
To  fee  our  womens  teeth  look  white. 
And  every  fancy  ill-bred  fellow 
Sneers  at  a  mouth  profoundly  yellow. 
In  China  none  hold  women  fweet. 
Except  their  fnags  are  black  as  jett. 
King  Chihu  put  ten  queens  to  death, 
Convift  on  ftatute,  ivory  teeth. 

At  Tonquin,   if  a  prince  fnould  die 
(As  Jefuits  write,   who  never  lye). 
The  wife,  and  counfellor,  and  prieft. 
Who  ferv'd  him  moil,  and  lov'd  him  befl. 
Prepare  and  light  his  funeral  fire. 
And  chearful  on  the  pile  expire. 
In  Europe  't  would  be  hard  to  find. 
In  each  degree,  one  half  fo  kind. 

Now  turn  we  to  the  farthell  ealt. 
And  there  obferve  the  gentry  dreft. 
Prince  Giolo,  and  his  royal  fillers, 
Scarr'd  with  ten  thouCand  comely  bliflers ; 
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TTie  marks  remaining  on  the  fkin. 
To  tell  the  quality  within. 
Diilinguifh'd  ilaflies  deck  the  great : 
As  each  excels  in  birth  or  ftate. 
His  oylet-holes  are  more  and  ampler : 
The  king's  own  body  was  a  famplar. 
Happy  the  climate,   where  the  beau 
Wears  the  fame  fuit  for  ufe  and  fliow : 
And  at  a  fm^all  expence  your  wife, 
if  once  well  pink'd,   is  cloath'd  for  life, 

Weftward  again,   the  Indian  fair 
Is  nicely  fmear'd  with  fat  of  bear  : 
Before  you  fee,  you  fmell  year  toafl: ; 
And  fweeteft  fl>e  who  iftinks  the  moft. 
The  fineft  fparks  and  cleancft  beaux 
Drip  from  the  fhoulders  to  the  toes  : 
How  fleek  their  fkius  1   their  joints  how  eafy  t 
There  flovens  only  are  not  grcafy. 

I  mention'd  different  ways  of  breeding : 
Begin  we  in  our  childrens  reading. 
To  mailer  John  the  Englifh  maid 
A  horn-book  gives  of  ginger-bread  ; 
And,   that  the  child  may  learn  the  better. 
As  he  can  name,  he  eats  the  letter. 
Proceeding  thus  with  vafl  delight. 
He  fpelh,  and  knaws,  from  left  to  rio-ht, 
-But,  Ihew  a  Hebrew's  hopeful  fon 
Where  we  fuppofe  the  book  begun, 

The 
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The  child  would  thank  you  for  your  kindnefs, 
And  read  quite  backward  from  our  finis. 
Devour  he  learning  ne'er  fo  faft. 
Great  A  would  be  rcferv'd  the  laft. 

An  equal  inftance  of  this  matter 
Is  in  the  manners  of  a  daughter. 
In  Europe,  if  a  harmlefs  maid. 
By  Nature  and  by  Love  betray'd. 
Should,  ere  a  wife,  become  a  nurfe. 
Her  friends  would  look  on  her  the  worfe. 
In  China,  Dampicr's  Travels  tell  ye 
(Look  in  his  Index  for  Pagelli), 
Soon  as  the  Britilh  fhips  unmoor. 
And  jolly  long-boat  rows  to  Ihore  ; 
Down  come  the  nobles  of  the  land  : 
Each  brings  his  daughter  in  his  hand, 
Befeeching  the  Imperious  tar 
To  make  her  but  one  hour  his  care. 
The  tender  mother  ftands  affrighted. 
Left  her  dear  daughter  Should  be  flighted : 
And  poor  mifs  Yaya  dreads  the  fiiame 
Of  going  back  the  maid  {he  came. 

Obferve  how  cuftom,  Dick,  compels 
The  lady  that  in  Europe  dwells  : 
After  her  tea,  fhe  flips  away  ; 
And  what  to  do,  one  need  not  fay. 
Now  fee  how  great  Poraonque's  queen 
Behav'd  herfelf  amongft  the  men  : 

Pleas'd 
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Pleas'd  with  her  punch,  the  gallant  foul 
Firll:  drank,  then  water'd  in  the  bowl ; 
And  fprinkled  in  the  ca]»tain'3  face 
The  n>arks  of  her  peculiar  grace 

To  clofe  this  point,  we  need  not  roam 
For  inftances  fo  far  from  home. 
What  parts  gay  France  from  fober  Spain  ? 
A  little  rifing  rocky  chain. 
Of  men  born  fouth  or  north  o'  th'  hill, 
Thofe  feldom  move  ;  thefe  ne'er  Hand  flilL 
Dick,  you  love  maps,  and  may  perceive 
Rome  not  far  dlftant  from  Geneve. 
If  the  good  Pope  remains  at  home, 
He  's  the  firft  prince  in  Chriftcndom. 
Choofe  then,    good  Pope,  at  home  to  flay  ; 
Nor  vveflward  curious  take  thy  way  : 
Thy  way  unhappy  fhould'ft  thou  take 
From  Tyber's  bank  to  Leman  lake  ; 
Thou  art  an  aged  priell  no  more. 
But  a  young  flaring  painted  whore; 
Thy  fex  is  loft :   thy  town  is  gone, 
No  longer  Rome,  but  Babylon. 
That  fome  few  leagues  fhould  make  this  change, 
To  men  unlearn'd  feems  mighty  ftrange. 

But  need  we,  friend,  infill  on  this  ? 
Since,  in  the  very  Captons  Swifs, 
All  your  philofophers  agree, 
And  prove  it  plain,   that  one  may  be 

Vol.  I.  D  d  A  he- 
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A  lieretic,  or  true  believer, 
On  this,  or  t'  other  fide  a  river. 

Here,  with  an  artful  fmile,  quoth  Dick, 
Your  proofs  come  mighty  full  and  thick — 

The  bard,  on  this  ex'tenflve  chapter 
Wound  up  into  poetic  rapture. 
Continued  :  Richard,  caft  your  eye 
By  night  upon  a  vvinter-fky  : 
Caft  it  by  day-light  on  the  ftrand. 
Which  compafTes  fair  Albion's  land  : 
If  you  can  count  the  ftars  that  glow- 
Above,  or  fands  that  liebelov/; 
Into  thofe  common-places  look. 
Which  from  great  authors  I  have  took  ; 
And  count  the  proofs  I  have  collefted^. 
To  have  my  writings  well  protedled. 
Thefe  I  lay-by  for  time  of  need  ; 
And  thou  raay'fl'at  thy  leifure  read» 
For,  rtanding  every  critic's  rage, 
I  fafely  will  to  future  age. 
My  SYSTEM,  as  a  gift,  bequeath, 
Viflorious  over  fpight  and  death.. 
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-tv  I  C  H  A  RD,  who  now  was  half  afleep;> 
Rous'd  ;  nor  would  longer  fileuce  keep  i 
And  fenfe  like  this,  in  vocal  breath. 
Broke  from  his  two-fold  hedge  of  teeth. 
Now,  if  this  phrafe  too  harlh  be  thought ; 
Pope,   tell  the  word,   'tis  not  my  fault. 
Old  Homer  taught  us  thus  to  fpeak ; 
If  'tis  not  fenfe,  at  leaft  'tis  Greek. 

As  folks,  quoth  Richard,  prone  to  leafing, 
Say  things  at  firft,  becaufe  they  're  pleafmg  ; 
Then  prove  what  they  have  once  aflerted  ; 
Nor  care  to  have  their  lie  deferted  ; 
Till  their  own  dreams  at  length  deceive  'em  ; 
And,  oft'  repeating,  they  believe  'em  ; 
Or  as,  agaio,   thofe  amorous  blades, 
"Who  trifle  with  their  mothers'  maids ; 
Though  at  the  firfl:  their  wild  deiire 
Was  but  to  quench  a  prefent  fire  ; 
Yet  if  the  objeft  of  their  love 
Chance  by  Lucina's  aid  to  prove  : 
They  feldom  let  the  bantling  roar 
In  balket  at  a  neighbour's  door  ; 

D  d  2  But, 
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But,  by  the  flattering  glafs  of  nature 
Viewing  themfelves  in  cake-bread's  featurey 
With  ferious  thought  and  care  fupport 
What  only  was  begun  in  fport : 

Jurt  fo  with  you,  my  friend,  it  fares. 
Who  deal  in  philofophic  wares. 
Atoms  you  cut,  and  forms  you  meafure. 
To  gratify  your  private  pleafure  ; 
Till  airy  feeds  of  cafual  wit 
Do  fome  fantaftic  birth  heget : 
And,  pleas'd  to  find  your  fyftem  mended 
Beyond  what  you  at  firft  intended. 
The  happy  whimfey  you  purfue. 
Till  you  at  length  believe  it  true. 
Caught  by  your  own  delufive  art. 
You  fancy  firft,  and  then  affert. 

Quoth  Matthew  :  friend,  as  far  as  I 
Through  art  or  nature  cad  my  eye. 
This  axiom  clearly  I  difcern. 
That  one  mull;  teach,  and  t'  other  learn. 
No  fool  Pythagoras  was  thought  ; 
Whilft  he  his  weighty  doftriues  taught. 
He  made  his  liflening  fcholars  (land, 
Their  mouth  llill  cover'd  with  their  hand  ; 
Elfe,  may  be,  fonie  odd-thinlcing  youth, 
Lefs  friend  to  dodlrine  than  to  truth. 
Might  have  refus'd  to  let  his  ears 
Attend  the  nuific  of  the  fpheres ; 

Deny'd 
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Deny'd  all  tranfmigrating  fcenes, 
And  introduc'd  the  ufe  of  beans. 
From  great  Lucretius  take  his  void  ; 
And  all  the  world  is  quite  deftroy'd. 
Deny  Des-cart  his  Xubtii  matter  ; 
You  leave  him  neither  fire  nor  water. 
How  oddly  would  Sir  Ifaac  look, 
If  you,    in  anfvver  to  his  book, 
Say  in  the  front  of  your  difcourfe. 
That  things  have  no  elaftic  force  ! 
How  could  our  chemic  friends  go  on, 
To  find  the  philosophic  flone  ; 
If  you  more  powerful  reafons  bring. 
To  prove,  that  there  is  no  fuch  thing  ? 

Your  chiefs  in  fciences  and  arts 
Have  great  contempt  of  Alma's  parts. 
They  find,  ftie  giddy  is,  oi-  dull  ; 
She  doubts,  if  things  are  void,  or  full: 
And  who  fhould  be  prefum'd  to  tell 
What  fhe  herfelf  (hould  fee,  or  feel? 
She  doubts  if  two  and  two  make  four. 
Though  fhe  has  told  them  ten  times  o'er. 
It  can't — it  may  be — and  it  mull : 
To  which  of  thefe  muft  Alma  truft? 
Nay  further  yet  they  make  her  go 
In  doubting,  if  fhe  doubts,  or  no. 
Can  SYLLOGISM  fet  things  right? 
No  :   MAJORS  foon  with  minors  fight  ; 

D  d  3  Of, 
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Or,  both  in  friendly  confort  join'd. 
The  CONSEQUENCE  limps  falfe  behind. 
So  to  fome  cunning-man  fhe  goes. 
And  afks  of  him,  how  much  fhe  knows. 
With  patience  grave  he  hears  her  fpeak  ; 
And  from  his  fhort  notes  gives  her  back 
What  from  her  tale  he  comprehended: 
Thus  the  difpute  is  wifely  ended. 

From  the  account  the  lofer  brings, 
The  Conjurer  knows,  who  ftole  the  things. 

'Squire  (interrupted  Dick)  fince  when 
Were  you  amongft  thefe  cunning-men  ? 

Dear  Dick,  quoth  Mat,  let  not  thy  force 
Of  eloquence  fpoil  my  difcourfe. 
1  tell  thee,  this  is  Alma's  cafe. 
Still  a&ing,  what  fome  wife-man  fays, 
Who  does  his  mind  in  words  reveal. 
Which  all  muft  grant ;  though  few  can  fpell. 
You  tell  your  doftor,  that  y'  are  ill ; 
And  what  does  he,  but  write  a  bill. 
Of  which  you  need  not  read  one  letter: 
The  worfe  the  fcrawl,   the  dofe  the  better. 
For  if  you  knew  but  what  you  take  ; 
Though  you  recover,  he  muft  break. 

Ideas,   forms,  and  intelects. 
Have  furnifli'd  out  three  different  feds, 
Substance,  or  accident,  divides 
All  Earope  into  adverfe  fides. 

Now. 
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■Now,  as,  eogag'd  in  arms  or  laws, 
You  mull  have  friends  to  back  your  caufe  ; 
•In  PHILOSOPHIC  matters  fo 
Your  judgment  mull  with  others'  go: 
Por  as  in  fenates,  fo  in  fchools, 
Majority  of  voices  rules. 

Poor  Alma,  like  a  lonely  deer, 
O'er  hills  and  dales  does  doubtful  err ; 
With  panting  hade,  and  quick  furprize. 
Prom  every  leaf  that  flirs,  Ihe  flies ; 
Till  mingled  with  the  neighbouring  herd, 
,She  flights  what  erll  fhe  fingly  fear'd : 

And  now,  exempt  from  doubt  and  dread,. 

She  dares  purfue,  if  they  dare  leadj 

As  their  example  iHll  prevails. 

She  tempts  the  llream,  or  leaps  the  pales. 
He  then.,   quoth  Dick,  who  by  your  rule 

Thinks  for  himfelf,  becomes  a  fool ; 

As  party  men,  who  leaves  the  reft. 

Is  call'd  but  WHIMSICAL  *  at  heft. 

Now,  by  your  favour,  mafter  Mat, 

Like  Ralpho,  here  I  fmell  a  rat. 

I  mull  he  lifted  in  your  fedl ; 

Who,   though  they  teach  not,  can  proteft. 

Right,  Richard,  Mat  in  triumph  cry'd  : 

So  put  off  all  miftruft  and  pride, 

*  Some  of  the  Torie";,  in  the  queen's  reign,  were  diftin- 
guiflied  by  that  appdiation. 

And, 
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And,  while  my  principles  I  beg, 
Pray  anfwer  only  with  your  leg. 
Believe  what  friendly  I  advife  : 
Be  tirft  fecure ;  and  then  be  wife. 
The  man  within  the  coach  that  fits. 
And  to  another's  fkill  fubmits, 
Is  fafer  much  (whate'er  arrives) 
And  warmer  too,  than  he  that  drives. 

So  Dick  ADEi'T,  tuck  back  thy  hair  ; 
And  I  will  pour  into  thy  ear 
Remarks  which  none  did  e'er  difclofe 
In  fmooth-fac'd  vcrfc,  or  hobbling  profe. 
y\ttcnd,  dear  Dick  :   l>ut  don't  reply  : 
And  thou  niay'll  prove  as  wife  as  I. 

When  Alma  now,  in  difFerent  ages, 
Has  finilhed  her  afcending  ftages; 
Into  the  head  at  length  (he  gets. 
And  there  in  public  grandeur  fits, 
To  judge  of  things,  and  cenfure  wits. 

Here,  Richard,  how  could  I  explain 
The  various  labyrinths  of  the  brain ! 
Surprize  my  readers,  whilft  I  tell  'em 

Of  CEREBRUM,    and    CEREBELLUM  ! 

How  could  I  play  the  commentator 
On  DURA  and  on  pia  mater  ! 
Where  hot  and  cold,  and  dry  and  wet. 
Strive  each  the  other's  place  to  get  j 
And  with  inceffant  toil  and  ftrife. 
Would  keep  pofftflion  during  life: 


I  coald 
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I  could  demonllrate  every  pore, 
Where  memory  lays  up  all  her  itore ; 
And  to  an  inch  compute  the  ftation 
'Twixt  judgment  and  imagination  : 

0  friend  !  I  could  difplay  much  learning. 
At  leaft  to  men  of  fmall  difcerning. 
The  brain  contains  ten  thoufand  cells: 
In  each  fome  adive  fancy  dwells ; 
"Which  always  is  at  work,  and  framing 
The  feveral  follies  1  was  naming. 

As  in  a  hive's  vimineous  dome 
Ten  thoufand  bees  enjoy  their  home  ; 
Each  does  her  lludious  aftions  vary. 
To  go  and  come,  to  fetch  and  carry : 
Each  ftill  renews  her  little  labour  ; 
Nor  JLilHes  her  affiduous  neighbour  : 
Each — whilll  this  thesis  I  maintain, 

1  fancy,  Dick,  I  know  thy  brain. 

O,  with  the  mighty  theme  affedled. 

Could  I  but  fee  thy  head  differed  ! 

My  head  !  quoth  Dick,  to  ferve  your  whim  ! 

Spare  that,  and  take  fome  other  limb. 

Sir,  in  your  nice  aftairs  of  system, 

Wife  men  propofe  ;   but  fools    aflift  'em- 
Says  Matthew  :   Richard,*  keep  thy  head. 

And  hold  thy  peace  ;  and  I  '11  proceed. 
Proceed  !    quoth  Dick  :   Sir,  I  aver. 

You  have  already  gone  too  far. 

Whea 
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when  people  once  arc  in  the  wrong. 

Each  line  they  add  is  much  too  long. 

Who  failefi  walks,  but  walks  aflray. 

Is  only  furtheft  from  his  way. 

Blefs  your  conceits  !   mull:  I  believe, 

Hovve'er  abfurd,  what  you  conceive  : 

And,  for  your  friendiliip,  live  and  die 

A  papift  in  philofophy  ? 

I  fay,  whatever  you  maintain 

Of  Alma  in  the  heart  or  brain  ; 

The  plainefl  man  alive  may  tell  ye. 

Her  feat  of  empire  is  the  belly : 

From  hence  Ihe  fends  out  thofe  fupplies, 

W"hich  make  us  either  flout  or  wife  ; 

The  llrength  of  every  other  member 

Is  founded  on  your  belly-timber  ; 

The  qualms  or  raptures  of  your  blood 

Rife  in  proportion  to  your  food  ; 

And,  if  you  would  improve  your  thought. 

You  mufl  be  fed,  as  well  as  taught. 

Your  ftomach  makes  your  fiibrick  roll; 

Jufl:  as  the  bias  rules  the  bowl. 

That  great  Achilles  might  employ 

The  flrength,  defign'd  to  ruin  Troyj 

He  din'd  on  lion's  marroft',   fpread 

On  toafts  of  ammunition-bread  : 

But,  by  his  mother  fent  av/ay, 

Amongft  the  Thracian  girls  to  play. 


Effe. 
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Effeminate  he  fat,  and  quiet : 

Strange  produ6l  of  a  cheefe-cake  diet ! 

Now  give  my  argument  fair  play. 

And  take  the  thing  the  other  way : 

The  youngfler,  who  at  nine  and  three 

Drinks  with  his  fillers  mill^  and  tea. 

From  breakfaft  reads  till  twelve  o'clock, 

Burnet  and  Heylin,  Hobbes  and  Locke; 

He  pays  due  vifits  after  noon 

To  coufin  Alice  and  uncle  John  ; 

At  ten  from  coffee-houfe  or  play 

Returning,  iinifhes  the  day. 

But,  give  him  port  and  potent  fack. 

From  MILKSOP  he  ilarts  up  mohack  ; 

Holds  that  the  happy  know  no  hours ; 

So  through  the  ilreet  at  midnight  fcowers. 

Breaks  watchmen's  heads,   and  chairmen's  glafles. 

And  thence  proceeds  to  nicking  faihes ; 

Till,  by  fome  tougher  band  o'ercome. 

And  firft  knock'd  down,  and  then  led  home. 

He  damns  the  footmaa,  llrikes  the  maid. 

And  decently  reels  up  to  bed. 

Obferve  the  various  operations 
Of  food  and  drink  in  feveral  nations. 
Was  ever  Tartar  fierce  or  cruel 
Upon  the  flrength  of  water-gruel  ? 
But  who  fliall  Hand  his  rage  and  force, 
Jf  iirll  he  rides,  then  eats  his  horfe  ? 

Sallads, 
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Sall.ids,  and  eggs,  and  lighter  fare. 
Tune  the  Italian  fpark's  guitar. 
And,  if  I  take  Dan  Congreve  right. 
Pudding  and  beef  make  Britons  fight. 
Tokay  and  coffee  caufe  this  work. 
Between  the  German  and  the  Turk ; 
And  both,  as  they  proAdfions  want. 
Chicane  avoid,  retire  and  fainf. 

Hunger  and  thirft,  or  guns  and  fwords, 
Give  the  fame  death  in  different  words. 
To  pufh  this  argument  no  further ; 
To  ftarve  a  man,  in  law  is  murther. 

As  in  a  watch's  fine  machine. 
Though  many  artful  fprings  are  feen  ; 
The  added  movements,  which  declare 
How  full  the  moon,   how  old  the  year. 
Derive  their  fecondary  power 
From  that  which  finiply  points  the  hour.' 
For,   though  thofe  gim-cracks  were  awav, 
(Quare  would  not  fwear,  but  Quare  would  fay) 
However  moje  reduc'd  and  plain. 
The  watch  would  ftill  a  watch  remain  : 
But,  if  the  HORAL  orbit  ceafes. 
The  whole  (lands  ftill,  or  breaks  to  pieces  ; 
Is  now  no  longer  what  it  was  ; 
And  you  may  e'en  go  fell  the  cafe. 
So,  if  unprejudic'd  jou  fcan 
The  goings  of  this  clock-work,  man. 

You 
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Vou  find  a  hundred  movements  made 

By  fine  devices  in  his  head  ; 

But  'tis  the  liomach's  folid  ftroke 

That  tells  his  being,  what  's  o'  clock. 

if  you  take  off  this  rheioric  trigger. 

He  talks  no  more  in  mode  and  figure  : 

Or,  clog  his  MATHEMATic-wheel, 

His  buildings  fall,  his  ihip  ftands  ftlll  ; 

Or,  laftly,  break  his  FOLiTic-weight. 

His  voice  no  longer  rules  the  Hate. 

Yet,  if  tliefe  finer  whirns  were  goae. 

Your  clock,  though  plain,  would  flil!  go  on. 

But  fpoil  the  engine  of  digellion  ; 

And  you  entirely  change  the  queilion. 

Alma's  affairs  no  power  can  mend  ; 

The  jeft,  alas !  is  at  an  end  : 

Soon  ceafes  all  this  worldly  bufile  j 

And  you  confign  the  corpfc  to  Ruifel  *, 

Now  make  your  Alma  come  or  go 
From  leg  to  hand,  from  top  to  toe. 
Your  SYSTEM,  without  my  addition. 
Is  in  a  very  fad  condition. 
So  Harlequin  extoll'd  his  horfc. 
Fit  for  the  war,  or  road,  or  courfe  ; 
His  mouth  was  foft ;  his  eye  was  good  ; 
His  foot  was  fure  as  ever  trod  : 

•  A  celebrated  undertaker  of  funerals.     He  is  msn- 
tioned  by  Dr.  Garth  in  the  Diipsnfary,  caalo  IIJ. 

One 
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One  fault  he  had  (a  fault  indeed  !) 
And  what  was  that  ?   the  horfe  was  dead. 

Dick,  from  thefe  inftances  and  fetches, 
Thou  mak'fl  of  horfes,  clocks,  and  watches^ 
Quoth  Mat,  to  me  thou  feem'fl:  to  mean. 
That  Alma  is  a  mere  machine  : 
That,  telling  others  what  's  o'  clock. 
She  knows  not  what  herfelf  has  ftruck  ; 
But  leaves  to  ftanders-by  the  trial 
Of  what  is  mark'd  upon  her  diaL 

Here  hold  a  blow,  good  friend,   quoth  Dick^ 
And  rais'd  his  voice  exceeding  quick. 
Fight  fair.  Sir  :  what  I  never  meant 
Don't  you  infer.     In  argument 
Similies  are  like  ibngs  in  love  : 
They  much  defcrlbe  ;  they  nothing  prove. 

Mat,  who  was  here  a  little  gravcl'd 
Toft  up  his  nofe,  and  would  have  cavij'd  ; 
But,  calling  Hermes  to  his  aid. 
Half  pleas'd,  half  angry,  thus  he  faid  : 
(Where  mind  ('tis  for  the  author's  fime) 
That  Mathew  call'd,  and  Hermes  came. 
In  danger  heroes,  and  in  doubt 
Poets  find  Gods  to  help  them  out.) 

Friend  Richard,  I  begin  to  fee. 
That  you  and  I  Ihall  fcarce  agree. 
Obferve  how  oddly  you  behave  : 
The  more  I  grant,  the  more  you  crave. 
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But,  comrade,  as  I  faid  juft  now, 

I  fhould  affirm,  and  you  allow. 

We  sysTEM-makers  can  fuftain 

The  THESIS,  which  you  grant  was  plain  ; 

And  with  remarks  and  comments  teaze  ye. 

In  cafe  the  thing  before  was  eafy. 

But,  in  a  point  obfcure  and  dark, 

We  fight  as  Leibnitz  did  with  Clarke  ; 

And,  when  no  reafon  we  can  ihew. 

Why  matters  this  or  that  way  go. 

The  fhorteft  way  the  thing  we  try. 

And  what  we  know  not,  we  deny  ; 

True  to  our  own  o'erbearing  pride. 

And  falfe  to  all  the  world  befide. 

That  old  philofopher  grew  crofs. 
Who  could  not  tell  what  motion  was : 
Becaufe  he  walk'd  againft  his  will. 
He  fac'd  men  down,  that  he  flood  flill. 
And  he  who,  reading  on  the  heart 
(When  all  his  quollibets  of  art 
Could  not  expound  its  pulfe  and  heat) 
Swore,  he  had  never  felt  it  beat. 
Chryfippus,   foil'd  by  Epicurus, 
Makes  bold  (Jove  blefs  him  !)  to  afiurc  us. 
That  all  things,  which  our  mind  can  view, 
Mzy  be  at  once  both  falfe  and  true. 
And  Malebrarrche  has  an  odd  conceit, 
As  ever  enter'd  -Frenchman's  pate : 

S&ys 


404  POEMS        OF 

Says  he,  fo  littk  can  our  mind 
Of  matter  or  of  fpirit  find, 
That  we  by  guefs  at  leaft  may  gather 
Something,  which  may  be  both,  or  neither-. 
Faith,  Dick,  I  muft  confcfs,  'tis  true 
(But  this  is  only  entre  nous) 
That  many  knotty  points  there  are. 
Which  all  difcufs,  but  few  can  clear. 
As  Nature  (lily  had  thought  fit. 
For  fome  by-ends,  to  crofs-bite  wit ; 
Circles  to  fquare,  and  cubes  to  double. 
Would  give  a  man  exceflive  trouble  ; 
The  longitude  uncertain  roams. 
In  fpite  of  Whifton  and  his  bombs. 
What  SYSTEM,  Dick,  has  right  avcrr'd 
The  caufe  why  women  has  no  beard  ? 
Or  why,  as  years  our  frame  attack, 
Our  hairs  grow  white,  our  teeth  grow  black  ? 
In  points  like  thefe,  we  muft  agree. 
Our  barbers  know  as  much  as  we. 
Yet  iHll,  unable  to  explain, 
We  muft  perfift  the  beft  we  can  ; 
With  care  our  system  .  ftill  renew  ; 
And  prove  things  likely,   thrOugLriOt  true. 

I  could,   thod  fee'ft,   in  quaint  difpute. 
By  dint  of  LOGIC,   fuike  thee  mute  ; 
With  learned  llcill,  now  pufh,   now  parry. 
From  Darii  to  Bocardo  vary. 


And 


M.        PRIOR.  40s 

And  never  yield ;  or,  what  is  worft. 
Never  conclude  the  point  difcours'd. 
Yet,  that  you  hic  et  nunc  may  know. 
How  much  you  to  my  candour  owe, 
I  '11  from  the  difputant  dcfcend. 
To  fliew  thee,  I  alTume  the  friend  : 
I  '11  take  thy  notion  for  my  own  — 
(So  moft  philofophers  have  done)  : 
It  makes  my  system  more  complete  : 
pick,  can  it  have  a  nobler  fate  ? 

Take  what  thou  wilt,   faid  Dick,  dear  friend  j 
But  bring  thy  matters  to  an  end. 
I  find,  quoth  Mat,  reproof  is  vain  : 
Who  firft  offend  will  firft  complain. 
Thou  wifliell  I  (liould  make  to  fiiore  ; 
Yet  ftill  putt'lt  in  thy  thwarting  oar. 
What  I  have  told  thee  fifty  times 
In  profe,  receive  for  once  in  rhymes : 
A  huge  fat  man  in  country-fair. 
Or  city-church  (no  matter  where) 
Labour'd  and  pudi'd  amidll  the  croud, 
Still  bawling  out  extremely  loud, 
Lord  fave  us !   why  do  people  prefs  ! 
Another,   marking  his  diftrefs. 
Friendly  reply'd.  Plump  Gentleman, 
Get  out  as  faft  as  e'er  you  can  ; 
Or  ceafc  to  pufh,  or  to  exclaim  : 
You  make  the  very  croud  you  blamCi 

Vol.  J.  E  e  Says 
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Says  Dick,  vour  moral  does  not  need 
The  leaft  return  ;  fo  c'cn  proceed  : 
Your  tale,  howe'er  apply'd,   was  ihort ; 
So  far,  at  leall,  I  thank  you  for't. 

Mat  took  his  thanks  ;  and,  in  a  tone 
More  magifterial,  thus  went  on. 

Now,  Alma  fettles  in  the  head  ; 
As  has  before  been  fung,  or  faid  ; 
And  here  begins  this  farce  of  life; 
Enter  revenge,  ambition,  ftrife: 
Behold  on  both  fides  men  advance,- 
To  form  in  earncft  Bays's  dance. 
L'Avare,  not  ufing  half  his  flore, 
Still  grumbles  that  he  has  no  more; 
Strikes  not  the  prefent  tun,   for  fear 
Tlie  vintage  faould  be  bad  next  year  ; 
And  eats  to-day  with  inward  forrow. 
And  dread  of  fancy 'd  want  to-morrow.. 
Abroad  if  the  surtout  you  wcai- 
Repels  the  rigour  of  the  air  ; 
Would  you  be- warmer,  if  at  home 
You  had  the  Eibric  and  tlic  loom  ? 
And,,  if  two  boots  keep  out  the  weather, 
VvHiat  need  you  have  two  hides  of  leather  ?- 
Could  Pedro,  think  you,  make  no  trial 
Of  a  SONATA  on  his  viol, 
Unlefs  he  had  the  total  gut 
Whence  every  ftring  at  firfl  was  cut  ? 


Wheu. 
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When  Rarus  lliews  you  his  cartone, 
trie  always  tells  you,  with  a  groan. 
Where  two  of  that  fame  hand  were  torn 
Long  before  you  or  he  were  born. 

Poor  Vento's  mind  fo  much  is  croft. 
For  part  of  his  Petronius  loll. 
That  he  can  never  take  the  pains 
To  underitand  what  yet  remains. 

What  toil  did  honcil:  Curio  take, 
What  ftridl  enquiries  did  he  make. 
To  get  one  medal  wanting  yet, 
And  perfetft  all  his  Roman  fet ! 
'Tis  found  :   and,  O  his  happy  lot  ! 
'Tis  bought,  lock'd  up,  and  lies  forgot : 
Of  thefe  no  more  you  hear  him  fpcak  : 
He  now  begins  upon  the  Greek. 
Thefe,  rang'd  and  fliew'd,  fhall  in  the'r  turfis 
Remain  obfcure  as  in  their  urns. 
My  copper-lamps  at  any  rate, 

For  being  true  antique,  I  bought  : 
Yet  wifely  melted  down  my  plate. 

On  modern- models  to  be  wrought : 
And  trifies  I  alike  purfue, 
Becaufe  they  're  old,  becaufe  they  're  new. 

Dick,  I  have  feen  you  with  delight       , 
For  Georgy  *  make  a  paper  kite. 

Mr.  S!',tlion's  fon 

F,  e  2  And 
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And  fiiTiple  odes  too  many  fliow  ye 

My  fervile  complaifance  to  Cliloe. 

Parents  and  lovers  are  decreed 

By  Nature  fools  — That  's  brave  indeed  ! 

Quoth  Dick  :   fuch  truths  are  worth  receivings 

Yet  ilill  Dick  look'd  as  not  believing. 

Now,  Alma,  to  divines  and  profe 

I  leave  thy  frauds,  and  crimes,  and  woes  ; 

Nor  think  to-night  of  thy  ill-nature. 

But  of  thy  follies,  idle  creature  ! 

The  turns  of  thy  uncertain  wing. 

And  not  the  malice  of  thy  fting  : 

Thy  pride  of  being  grea-t  and  wife 

1  do  but  mention,   to  defpife; 

I  view  with  anger  and  difJain 

How  little  gives  thee  joy  or  pain  ; 

A  print,  a  bronze,  a  flower,  a  root> 

A  fncll,  z  butterily,  can  do  't  ; 
Ev'n  a  romance,  a  tune,,  a  rhyme. 
Help  thee  to  pafs  the  tedious  tim.e. 
Which  elfe  would  on  thy  hand  remain  r 
Though,  flown,  it  ne'er  looks  back  again  ;: 
And  cards  are  dealt,  and  chefs-boardo  brought 
To  eafe  the  pain  of  coward  thought : 
Happy  refult  of  human  wit ! 
That  Alma  may  herfelf  forget. 

Dick,  thus  we  aft  j  and  thus  we  are, 
Or  tCH^s'-d  by  hope,  or  funk  by  care. 


With 
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With  endlefs  pain  this  man  purfues 
What,  if  he  gain'd,  he  could  not  ufe  : 
And  t'other  fondly  hopes  to  fee 
What  never  was,  nor  e'er  (hall  be. 
We  err  by  ufe,  go  wrong  by  rules, 
in  gefture  grave,  in  action  fools  : 
V/e  join  hypocrify  to  pride, 
Doubling  the  faults  we  ftrive  to  hide. 
Or  grant  that,  with  extreme  furprize^ 
We  find  ourfelves  at  fixty  wife  ; 
And  twenty  pretty  things  are  known. 
Of  which  we -can't  accompliih  cue  ; 
Whilll,  as  my  system  fays,  the  mind 
is  to  thefe  upper  rooms  conlin'd  : 
Should  I,   my  friend,  at  large  repeat 
Her  borrov/'d  fenfe,  her  fond  conceit^ 
The  bead-roll  of  her  vicious  tricks  ; 
My  Poem  will  be  too  prolix- 
For  could  I  my  remarks  furtain. 
Like  Socrates,  or  Miles  Montaigne  ; 
Who  in  thefe  times  would  read  my  books, 
J3ut  Tom  o'Stilcs,  or  John  o'Nokes  ? 

As  Brentford  kings,  difcreet  and  v/ife. 
After  long  thought  and  grave  advice^ 
Into  Lardella's  coffin  peeping, 
Saw  nought  to  caafe  their  mirth  or  weeping : 
So  Alma,  now  to  joy  or  grief 
Superior,  finds  her  late  relief; 

E  e  3  W«ary'cJ 
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Wcary'd  of  being  high  or  great, 
And  nodding  in  her  chair  of  llate  ; 
Stunn'd  and  worn  out  with  endlefs  chat 
Of  Will  did  this,  and  Nan  faid  that ; 
She  finds,  poor  thing,   fome  little  cracic, 
Which  Nature,  forc'd  by  Time,  muft  make, 
Thioiigh  which  ihe  v.'ings  her  deitin'd  way] 
Upward  ihe  foars ;  and  down  drops  clay  : 
While  fonie  furviving  friend  fupplies 
Hic  jACET,  and  a  hundred  lies, 

O  Richard,. till  that  day  appears. 
Which  muil:  decide  our  hopes  and  fears, 
Would  fjrtune  calm  her  prefent  rage. 
And  give  us  play-things  for  our  age  ; 
Would  Clotho  wafh  her  hands  in  milk. 
And  twift  our  thread  with  gold  an^il  filk  ; 
Would  fhe,  in  friendfnip,  peace,  and  plenty, 
Spin  oat  our  years  to  four  times  twenty  ; 
And  iliould  we  both  in  this  condition 
Have  conqucr'd  Love,  and  v/orfe  Ambition  ^ 
(Elfe  thofe  two  pafTions,   by  the  v.'ay. 
May  chance  to  fliew  us  fcurvy  play  )  ; 
Then,   Richard,   then  fhould  we  fit  down, 
Far  from  tlie  tumult  of  this  tov/n  ; 
I  fond  of  my  well-chofen  feat. 
My  piilures,  medals,  books  compleat. 
Or,  fliould  we  mix  our  friendly  talk. 
O'er  fnaded  in  that  favourite  walk, 


Which 
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Which  thy  own  hand  had  whilom  planted. 
Both  pleas'd  with  all  we  tliought  we  wanted : 
Yet  then,  ev'n  then,  one  crofs  refleftlon 
Would  fpoil  thy  grove,   and  my  coIle£lion.: 
Thy  fon,  and  his,  ere  that  may  die 
And  Time  fome  uncouth  heir  fupply, 
Who  fhall  for  nothing  elfe  be  known 
But  fpoiling  all  that  thou  haft  done. 
Who  fet  the  twigs,  fhall  he  remember 
That  is  in  haile  to  fell  the  timber  ? 
And  what  fhall  of  thy  woods  remain. 
Except  the  box  that  tiirew  the  main  ? 

Nay,  may  not  Time  and  Death  remove 
The  near  relations  whom  I  Jove  ? 
And  my  coz  Tom,  or  his  coz  Mary, 
(Who  hold  the  plough,  or  fkim  the  dairy) 
My  favourite  books  and  pidlures  fell 
To  Smart,  or  Doiley,  by  the  ell  ? 
Kindly  throw  in  a  little  figure. 
And  fet  the  price  upon  the  bigger? 
Thofe  v.ho  could  never  read  the  grammar. 
When  my  dear  volumes  touch  the  hamm.er. 
May  think  books  hs'A,  as  richefl  bound ; 
My  copper  medals  by  the  pound 
May  be  with  learned  jufcice  weigh'd; 
To  turn  the  balance,   Otho's  head 
May  be  throv/n  in  ;  and  for  the  metal. 
The  coin  may  mend  a  tinker's  kettle— 

E  e  4.  Tir'd 


4ia  POEMS         OP 

Tir'd  with  thefe  thoughts — Lefs  tir'd  than  I» 
Quoth  Dick,   with  your  philofophy — 
That  people  live  and  die,  I  knew 
An  hour  ago,  as  well  as  you. 
And,  if  Fate  ipins  us  longer  years, 
Or  is  in  hafte  to  take  the  iTiears, 
I  know  we  mail  both  fortunes  try, 
And  bear  our  evils  wet  or  dry. 
Yet,  let  the  Goddefs  fmile  or  frown. 
Bread  we  fnall  eat,  or  white  or  brown  ; 
And  in  a  cottage,  or  a  court, 
Drink  fine  champaigne  or  mudJled  port. 
What  need  of  books  thefe  truths  to  tell, 
Which  folks  perceive  who  cannot  fpell  ? 
And  mufc  we  fpeftacles  apply. 
To  view  what  hurts  our  naked  eye  ? 

Sir,  if  it  be  your  wifdom's  aim 
To  make  me  merrier  than  I  am  ; 
I  '11  be  all  night  at  your  devotion  — 
Come  on,  friend  ;   broach  the  pleafing  notion  : 
But,  if  you  would  deprefs  my  thought. 
Your  SYSTEM  is  not  worth  a  groat — 

For  Plato's  fancies  what  care  I  ? 
I  hope  you  would  not  have  me  die. 
Like  fimple  Cato,  in  the  play. 
For  any  thing  that  he  can  fay  ? 
Ev'n  let  him  of  ideas  fneak 
To  heathens  in  his  native  Greek, 


if 
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If  to  be  fad  is  to  be  wife  ; 
I  do  moft  heartily  dcfpife 
Whatever  vSocrates  has  faid. 
Or  Tully  writ,  or  Wanley  *  read. 

Dear  Drift  f ,  to  fet  our  matters  right. 
Remove  thefe  papers  from  my  fight; 
Burn  Mat'  Def-cart',  and  Ariftotle  : 
Here  !  Jonathan,  your  matter's  bottle, 

*  Humphrey  Wanley,  librarian  to  the  Earl  of  Oxford. 
f  Mr.  Prior's  Secretary  and  Executor. 
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